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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 


Vi mg. “tar; 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, by FTC method 
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Their weight makes them portable 
Their performance makes them professional. 


Introducing Technics new professional portable 
cassette decks. Our top-of-the-line RS-686DS speaks 
for itself. Its 6 Ibs.,13 02. say it’s portable. Its 3 heads 
say it's professional. And all the other features say it 
will give you recordings of professional caliber. 

Features like a unique anti-rolling mechanism for 
unprecedented portable transport stability. A 
frequency generator servo motor that immediately 
counteracts any variation in rotational speed. 
Separate bias and equalization. Even Dolby* 

The RS-686DS also gives you controls you won't 
find on many non-portables. Like a tape/source 
monitor switch. Low cut filter. Mike attenuator. And a 
three-minute tape end alert eye. 

A less expensive alternative is the RS-646DS. The 
portable deck with performance specifications usually 


found only in higher priced cassette decks. 

The RS-686DS and RS-646DS. Professional 
specifications, Plus the flexibility of recording sound 
wherever it may take you. 

TRACK SYSTEM: 4-track 2-channel record/ 
playback. MOTOR: FG servo-controlled DC motor 
(RS-686DS). DC electronic speed control motor 
(RS-646DS). FREQ. RESP (CrOz, + 3 dB): 50-16,000 Hz 
(686).-50-14,000 Hz (646). WOW AND FLUTTER (WRMS): 
0.07% (686). 0.10% (646). S/N RATIO (Dolby): 66 dB 
(686). 65 dB (646). DIMENSIONS: 3”Hx9¥2” Wx7 74" D 
(686). 4%”Hx14)4” Wx11"D (646). SUGGESTED RETAIL 
PRICE: $599.95t (686). $299.95t (646). 

Technics RS-686DS and Technics RS-646DS. 

A rare combination of audio technology, A new 
standard of audio excellence. 


“Dolby is o trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc. 
*Technics recommended price, but actual retail price will be set by dealers, 
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Readers pump irony. 
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OPENERS 


Fun turkey facts! 


SEX TAPES. 
The male multiple orgasm 
the pause that refreshes 
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REVUE 


Mano goes to war. 
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LIBBY 

She's one heck 

of a tomato. Check 
the label 
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THE LATTER-DAY 
INTRIGUES OF THE 
MORMON CHURCH 
Meet the CIA, the Howard 
Hughes organization and the 
right wing. 
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GALELLA'S 

ANGEL 

by Ron Galella 

What he saw onthe street 
where she lives 


LOUD MOUTHS. 
Six new systems that will 
vaporize your neighbors. 
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TENSE? ANXIOUS? 
BIRTH TRAUMA 
GOT YOU DOWN? 
by D. Keith Mano 

The author gets reborn 
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GAIL 
She blows hot 
and cold 
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CONVERSATIONS 
WITH ROBERT EVANS, 
HARRY REASONER 
AND BRUCE JENNER 
Francesco Scavullo 

chats with three exemplary 


gentlemen. 


FOR THE MAN OF THE WORLD 


KILLER ROLLER 
COASTERS. 

by Robert Cartmell 

Where to find the rides of your 
life. You'll laugh, you'll scream 
you'll toss your cookies 
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YOU HAD 
TO BE THERE 
by David Brenner 
Avery funny man 
tells about the 
times no one even 
cracked a smile. 


THE SURVIVAL OF 
THE FITTEST 

Clothes in which to answer the 
call of the wild. Also to 
answer the call of nature 
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THE HARVARD- 
RADCLIFFE 
PROSTITUTION 
RING 

by Sid Blumenthal 
Hey, big boy, want 
some hasty pudding? 


HELEN 

She's fluent in 

23 computer languages; 
she even knows 

the dirty words. 
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THE NEW RACISM 
Jesse Jackson, Julian Bond, 
Richard Hatcher, Dick Gregory 
and Eleanor Holmes Norton 
get down on why things are 
getting worse. 
Sop 


ItS noteworthy when 
youre not. 


The English professor who drones on 
incessantly. The history teacher who 
spits out facts like a faucet. 

Why not spend your time listen: 
ing instead of scribbling? 

With a portable recorder. And 
Tracs® blank recording tape. 

Tracs is the blank tape specially made for portable recorders. 
It's designed to take the extra abuse portables naturally get, and 
to sound good each time you use it, wherever you use it. 

You can buy Tracs in cassettes (available in either hard or soft 
plastic boxes), and in cartridges or reel to reel. 

And with its relatively low cost, Tracs makes the cost of learning 
a little more affordable. 


Tracs. The portable recorder tape. 
AudioMagnetics Corporation - 2602 Michelson Drive, Irvine, California 92716 


Copyright 1977, Audio 
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“It takes Two Fingers and one glass 
turn strangers into friends.’ 


Ss Was never one Whatever the case, they had 


MAY @ 


oul 
HAVE 
A 
WORD 
WITH 
YOU? 


The word is “GIVE.” Givea 
friend a subscription to OUI. 
When you're looking for a way 
to express warmth and affection, 
give him the gift he will enjoy 
over and over again. As he 
receives his gift month after 
month, he'll be thinking plenty 
of warm thoughts about you, too. 
What a great feeling it is to 

be able to give someone so 
many nice things in only one 
gift. He’ll enjoy stimulating 
reading on controversial 
subjects, a taste of international 
living and stirring photographs 
of beautiful people. 

It's easy to do. Simply tell us 

his name and address and 

we'll bill you for the $12 later, 

or if you prefer, enclose a check 
with your order and send to: 


® 
qui 


Dept. 7LN3 


P.O. Box 2510 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 
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Pumping praise 
I must admit that I am one of those 

people who have always thought that 
bodybuilders were little more than apes 
without so much hair. Then I saw the 
movie Pumping Iron and changed my 
mind: All bodybuilders except Arnold 
Schwarzenegger are apes without so 
much hair. He is in a class by himself, as 
Peter Manso so rightly points out in his 
Conversation with Arnold Schwarzeneg- 
ger (August). I knew before reading the 
interview that Schwarzenegger is one of 
the sexiest-looking men in the world; 
how nice to find out that he also has a 
delightful sense of humor. I just hope he 
doesn’t lose it in Hollywood. 

Rut CoLiins 

Dallas, Texas 


When a man with a name like Arnold 
Schwarzenegger can become practically 
a household word in America, it’s 
enough to make you believe in this coun- 
try again. 

GEORGE MRAZ 
Cleveland, Ohio 


So—just how big is it? 
Marie, JOANN, PHYLLIS, ALICE AND. 
THE REST OF THE GIRLS. 
Anchorage, Alaska 
“You show me yours and I'll show 
you mine” is what Schwarzenegger told 
us to tell you, Marie, Joann, Phyllis et Al. 


Thorne in the flesh 
Mitch Tuchman’s story about Ilsa the 

Nazi commandant (The Ilsa Blitz, Au- 
gust) is much less interesting than what 
he and Sharon O'Hara have to say about 
Dyanne Thorne, the actress who plays 
Ilsa. Next time leave out all that Nazi 
crap and show us more of Dyanne. 

G. TopPpER 

Newport Beach, California 


This article is disgusting. Nazi torture 
is not the proper subject for titillation. 
NAME WITHHELD BY REQUEST 
Seattle, Washington 


I imagine that a number of out readers 
will write in about the unbelievably built 
Dyanne Thorne, and I daresay many of 
those same readers will neglect to read 
the fine article that Tuchman wrote 
about Nazi nostalgia and the silver 
screen. That would be too bad, because 
Tuchman’s article is both well-written 
and candid. 

Thorne may think that what she’s 
doing in the Jisa films is high camp, but 


it’s obvious that Tuchman doesn’t buy 
her rationalizations. Trash is trash. 
Thanks for hanging in there, Mitch, and 
for telling it like it is. 
BILL PRATER 
Atlanta, Georgia 


Thorne may say that she is just acting 
when she plays the sadistic Ilsa, but 
there’s an evil gleam in her eye that 
would indicate that there’s more of Ilsa 
in her than she'd like to admit. 

Davip CooPpeR 
‘New York, New York 

Dyanne reacted to your letter with a 
certain amount of righteous indignation, 
David. “Who, me?” she said. “I couldn't 


be more innocent if I were Farrah Faw- 
cett-Majors. All I need is a little more 
hair—t already have the teeth.” 


Bigfoot-in-mouth disease? 

Glenn O'Brien's article, The Saucer 
Men of Tennessee and the Unspeakable 
Things They Did to Stanley Ingram’s 
Daughter (August), was an enjoyable 
and insightful probe into Dixie’s space 
men and spacier witnesses. I've been 
involved with that region’s Bigfoot inves- 
tigation for well over a year, and I’ve 
spent long hours talking with Ingram 
and others who claim a Bigfoot/UFO 
connection. O’Brien’s reportage and 
analysis are superb. Proper emphasis, 
though, should be given to the fact that 
before UFOs caught up with Ingram, he 
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You know how to make every day special. 
You're a white rum drinker. 


You never settled for the status 
quo. Or the obvious. 

You were always into something 
different and better. 

You went to white rum when 
most people were strictly gin or 
vodka types. Your own special 
drink became white rum and soda 
—ultra smooth and sparkling. 

Before you knew what was 
happening, lots of people were 
enjoying white rum. With tonic, 
soda, orange juice, or on the rocks. 


White rum gave you a notice- 
ably better, smoother taste than 
gin or vodka. Understandably. All 
white rum from Puerto Rico is aged 
for at least one full year. (Gin is not 
aged a single day. Neither is vodka.) 

Yes, today more and more 
people are asking for white rum 
Because today more and more 
people want things special. 

Like you iS | 

PUERTO RICAN RUMS 


Aged for smoothness and taste. 


For free “Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes, write’ Puerto Rican Rums, 
Dept P-26, 1290 Avenue of the Americas. N.Y, N ¥.10019..61977 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Kings, 16 mg. “tar,"1.0 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FIC Report Dec. 76 OBEWT Co. 
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VICEROY 


More Tobacco 
& Less“Tar’ 


... than 
Winston or Marlboro. 


Instead of using stronger to 
Viceroy uses more" tobacco 
than Winston or Marlboro. 
The result is a mild, full 
with an extra satisfying t 
And yes, lower ‘tar’ 
Winston or Marlboro. 


|; DURING 1976, VICEROY KINGS HAD, BY WEIGHT. 22-35 MGS: MORE TOBACCO THAN 
WINSTON KINGS/AND 40-52MGS: MORE TOBACCO THAN MARLEORO KINGS 
(AVERAGE PER GIG) 

2, VICEROY HAS A UNIQUE, AGED-BLEND OF NATURALLY LOW TAR’ TOBACCOS AND A 
SPECIAL PROCESS aa ALLOWS THE USE OF MORE PARTS OF THE TOBACCO LEAF 
THAT ARE LOW IN ‘TAR: (VICEROY 16 MGS. ‘TAR: WINSTON 19 MGS. "TAR Mi 

TGs STAR AVERAGE PER CIGARETTE, FTC REPORT, DECEMBER, 1976). 
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was caught up with The Creeping Com- 
munist Conspiracy, Substitute pinkos for 
Plantos and he’s still whistling the same 
tune. But then, again, just because you're 
paranoid, it doesn’t mean that they are 
not there, right? 

As it happens, monsters are my busi- 
ness. The scientists I work with are pre- 
disposed to explain the unknown in 
terms we already understand, rather than 
lumping strange phenomena on top of 
other mysteries. Bigfoot is the name we 
give to a species of massive and elusive 
animals well-founded in natural history. 
Established science now privately agrees 
that these creatures may well exist. 

Lee FRANK 
New York, New York 


I believe in Bigfoot, flying saucers, 
Nessie and leprechauns, but I don’t be- 
lieve one word of what Stanley Ingram 
says in that article. 

M. BETH GREIDER 
Riverside, California 


Sleeping sickness 

I really enjoyed Robert Wieder'’s 
amusing, entertaining and informative 
article, The ABCs of ZZZZZs (August). 
Wieder emphasized the problems of 
those who can't sleep, but he forgot to 
mention the reverse problem: narcolepsy, 
a condition of uncontrollable sleepiness. 


The next time your readers have trouble | the early Kinks records, studio musicians 


sleeping, they should thank their lucky 
stars they don’t fall asleep while skiing, 
scuba diving or indulging in a romantic 
moment—adventures that often befall 
the narcoleptic. There are worse prob- 
lems than insomnia, believe me. 

WILLIAM P. BairD, President 

American Narcolepsy Association, Inc. 

Stanford, California 


Straightening out the Kinks 

I'd like to thank Bury St. Edmund 
for his extensive review of the Kinks 
(Revue, July). Although I agree with 
him that Lola Versus Powerman and 
the Moneygoround is indeed a definitive 
recording, I think that our readers should 
know that the best Lola record is the 
American mono version. It is, in fact, 
the most perfect rock-'n’-roll single ever 
made. The noncommercial BBC _in- 
sisted that the Kinks drop the words 
Coca-Cola from the first version, and 
the resulting stereo mix, with the substi- 
tution of cherry cola, lacks the drive and 
intensity of the original song. 

I take exception to St. Edmund’s 
crediting Dave Davies with the guitar 
solos in All Day and All of the Night 
and You Really Got Me. At that phase 
of the Kinks’ existence, neither Dave 
nor his brother Ray could play his way 
out of a wet paper bag. On several of 


were called in to execute some of the 
more intricate passages, and I know that 
Jimmy Page, now with Led Zeppelin, 
played the guitar solos on the afore- 
mentioned songs. I'm a studio musician, 
and I like to see credit go where it’s due. 

Gary MARKER 

Studio City, California 


Pitching woo 
The Making of Softball 1977 (August) 

shows that Charles Monagan has really 
done his research on my favorite sport. 
I play softball seven nights a week six 
months out of the year, traveling around 
the country with a four-man softball 
team called Jack and the Jesters. It’s not 
often that I see a major article on soft- 
ball, and I'd just like to tell you that we 
all appreciated it. Our goal is to make 
softball fun for everybody; we put on a 
show using comedians and trick pitching 
so that the spectators can have as much 
fun as the players. 

Les BARBER 

Peoria, Illinois 


Train of thought 

Jeff Dunas’ photographs of The Train 
Ride (August) really inflamed my imag- 
ination. I ride a commuter train from 
the western suburbs to Chicago, and for 
months now I've been entranced by a 
tall redhead who takes the same 8:03 


INTRODUCING THE RECEIVER YOU PROBABLY 
THOUGHT YOU COULDN'T AFFORD. 


How did we do it? That's what 
Pioneer and Marantz would like to 
know. 

The new Kenwood KR-4070. 

Performance is now affordable. 


When you make a receiver with 40 
watts of power per channel, minimum 
RMS, at 8 ohms, from 20 to 20,000 
Hz, with no more than 0.1% total 
harmonic distortion, it’s quite a feat. 

When it costs less than $300* it's 


unheard of. 
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“Nationally advertised value. Actual prices ore 


established by Kenwood dealers. Handles optional. 


KENWOOD 


For the Kenwood Decler nearest you, see your yellow pages, 
or write Kenwood, 15777 S. Broadway, Gardena, CA 90248 


train that I do each morning. Every day 
I sneak peeks at her over my Tribune, 
and every day she pretends to ignore me. 
How can she not know that I would 
give up 200 shares of Exxon to be able 
to run my hands up her leg as W. W. 
did to Amelia in The Train Ride? Maybe 
it's because I’ve never had the nerve to 
speak to her. Help! Is there a secret to 
starting a conversation with a girl on 
a train? 


NAME WITHHELD BY REQUEST 
Hinsdale, Illinois 

W. W., he of the fleet fingers, tells us 

that with the right girl, words are hardly 

necessary. Amelia, however, is more 

precise: “He wants to get funny at 8:03 

in the morning? Is he crazy? Romance 


and commuter trains are like oil and 
water; they don’t mix. Tell him to buy a 
car and offer the girl a ride to work. 
Sometimes the best place for a little en- 
gine that could is the back seat of an 
Oldsmobile.” 


Germane theory 
I've read my share of half-baked 
theories over the years, but nowhere 
have I read anything quite so bizarre as 
Ed Sanders’ article, Legionnaire’s Dis- 
ease Mystery Solved! in the August 
issue. So Sanders thinks that whoever 
zapped those poor Legionnaires was after 
President Ford instead? Next he'll be 
telling us that Grandma Moses is stealing 
plutonium. Sanders, I think your head 
has been up some cow’s asshole too 
long. Come on out and see the light. 
WILLIAM GoETy 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


I believe that the American public will, 
unfortunately, ignore Sanders the same 
way it ignored Martha Mitchell way back 
in 1973. 

Joun WEIss 
Baltimore, Maryland 


Address letters to: 

Mail, our 

919 N. Michigan Avenue 
Chicago, Illinois 60611 
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THE WOMEN. 
THE MEN. 
THE WORLD. 


In OUI, every month. Don't miss it. 
Subscribe today and get one year 
of OUI for just $12 (you save 

$7.00 off the $19.00 newsstand 
price). Simply send your check to: 
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oul 


Dept. 
P.O. Box 2510 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 


Introducing the Jovan International 


Collection for Men. 
Six worldly aftershave/colognes. $3.50 each. 


Six stimulating, very masculine scents make You may not become a sensual Italian. An 


| up the Jovan International Collection for Men. irresistible Spaniard. A sophisticated Frenchman. | 
| They give you the power to make it all over Acharming Irishman. A rugged Swede. Orevena 
| the world. dignified Briton. | 
i Splash them on your face, neck or chest Butyou will go far. Because women appreciate | 
(or wherever), and experience the excitement of aman who knows his way around. 
these great countries. | 


How far you go is up to you. 


At fine stores everywhere. Jovan, Inc., 875 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611 ©1976 Jovan, Inc. 
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Changing your 
mind 
Head transplants, the ultimate 
cosmetic surgery, have be- 
come something more than a 
gleam in a mad scientist's eye. 
More than 50 successful head 
transplants, or cephalic trans- 
plants, as they are known 
medically, have been per- 
formed on monkeys in the 
past three years. Of course, 
after the operation, the mon- 
keys can’t move their arms or 
legs, they can’t breathe with- 
out a mechanical respirator, 
their blood will not circulate 


without massive doses of 
drugs, but so what? Some 
hangovers are worse than 


that, Even these minor prob- 
lems may be solved when 
surgeons figure out how to 
transplant the lower brain 
with the head and reconnect 
severed spinal cords. 

Human head transplants? 
“Tt would take a year—no 
more—to work out the sur- 
gical engineering involved in 
such an operation,” says Dr. 
Robert J. White of Case 
Western Reserve University 


- M2ao 
SHOP 


L™ School of Medicine. 
“That's an ethical question, 
not a medical one.” When 
science is ready, some brave 
dome donors will be needed. 
Volunteers must be liberal- 
minded, adventurous and, 
most important, willing and 
able to give good head. 


Magazine of the 
month: 
The Razor’s 
Edge 
“Our intention is to document 
all the myriad aspects of the 
world of those women who 
are shaved to the scalp,” states 
an editorial in the premiere 
issue of The Razor's Edge, an 
exciting new magazine that 
boldly deviates from the 
manestream of American 

thought. 

The Razor's Edge is filled 
with pictorials on the Schick- 
is-chic high-fashion models 
who will never work for Lady 
Clairol, and with just folks 
like Roslyn U. of Manhattan, 
who took it all off because 
“my boyfriend kept saying 
he'd like to see me in some- 
thing shorter.” Film clips 
from such head-shaving clas- 
sics as The Girl in the Krem- 
lin and THX 1138 have been 
recent covers, and a regular 
column called “The Cutting 
Room Floor” lists all reported 
sightings of scalp on the 
screen, The 1500-odd sub- 
scribers use The Razor’s Edge 
to confirm one another's exist- 
ence, to swap classic stories 
and photos, to advertise bar- 
bering services and even, by 
some, bemoan the affliction 
of involuntary hairlessness. 


What is so fascinating 
about female baldness? “I’ve 
been trying to figure it out 
myself,” says Captain Stan- 
ley, the free-lance photo- 
journalist who created The 
Razor's Edge for the fanatic 
audience he inadvertently dis- 
covered by advertising some 
baldy photos in Screw, Fetish 
Times and Moneysworth. 
Stanley claims that the bald 
women he has known—and 
he has known many—are un- 
usually erotic and mysterious, 


but he suspects that 

S/M may be somehow in- 
volved, since head-shaving has 
historically been used as a 


Bare-boob boxing 


They're still talking about the poor pretzel bender from the 
slums of Waldkraiburg who boxed her way to the top topless. 
They call her Racky. The lady palookas are Germany’s hottest 
spectator sport since the goose step went out of style. All con- 
testants fight in one weight class and ringside fans are certain 
of lots of fast and furious action: Every bout is a guaranteed 


knocker-out. —THEODORE FISCHER 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


ng taste 
“youcanget — - 


“1.3 mg. nicotine; Longs, 18 mg. 
“tar,” 1.3 mg. nicotine; FOB, 18 mg. “tar,” 1.3°mg. 
nicotine, av. per cigarette, FIC Report Dec. ‘76 


punishment for wayward 
women, Stanley, who is cur- 
rently combing the landscape 
for Mr. and Ms. Bald Amer- 
ica, thinks that a baldness fe- 
tish is certainly no weirder 
than a baldness phobia, “Hair 


transplants! That's bizarre.” 


Four Lou 
Reed jokes 


Halfway through Lisa Says 
the bass amp breaks. Lou 
hasn't talked to the audience 
at New York’s Bottom Line, 
but now he’s got to say some- 
thing. So he tells three jokes: 
1. Take my wife. Please. 
2. There’s this colored guy 
and he’s marooned on a des- 
ert island. He’s walking along 


the beach one day and he finds 
a genie bottle. He rubs the 
bottle and this Jewish genie 
comes out and says, “I grant 
you von vish. Vatta you vant?” 
The colored guy says, “You 
mean I can have anything I 
want?” The genie says, “Von 
vish, anyting you vant.” The 
colored guy thinks for a sec- 
ond and then he says, “I wan- 
na be surrounded by white 
pussy.” So the genie turns him 
into a Kotex. 

3. This guy doesn’t have 
the money to tip the cabdriv- 
er, so he gives him a genie 
bottle. Later, the driver rubs 
the bottle and this Jewish 
genie comes out and says, “I 
grant you von vish, Vatta you 
vant?” The guy thinks for a 


For the nonessential backpacker 


Now even the trail blazer can blaze trails in style, thanks to 
John Mansfield, who came up with a genuine goose down- 
filled cravat. Letters have been pouring in, touting the tie as 
that extra hedge against certain disaster so often courted by 
those who answer the call of the wild. For instance, one man 
explained how the tie kept him alive during the three hours he 
was caught in a snowstorm waiting for a cab. He further ex- 
plained that he wears nothing under his raincoat. To get 
‘one, write to Down Tie, P.O. Box 95, Telluride, Colorado 81435, 


second and then he says, “I 
wanna have a dick down to 
the floor.” So the genie cuts 
his legs off. 

Pretty soon they fix the 
amplifier and Lou goes right 
back into Lisa Says at the 
same place he left off. Back- 
stage, after the show, Punk 
magazine editor John Holm- 
strom asks Lou why he still 
plays Heroin. “There's no 
speed around,” says Lou. 

—NEAL BARLOWE 


Truckin’ 1977 


Feeling slightly cramped in 
your Winnebago? Well, start 
taking those little white pills 
and humming Six Days on the 
Road, because now you, too, 
can travel in the style of the 
pros—in your very own semi- 
trailer—and you don’t even 
have to go to American Truck 
Driving School, Camelot 
Cruisers of Skokie, Illinois, 
will sell you a diesel cum 
mobile home that comes com- 
pletely furnished and deco- 
rated; all you have to do, good 
buddy, is put in your C.B. and 
head for the open road, While 
the dining room (Royal Ob- 
servatory Lounge), kitchen 
(Gourmet Galley), bedroom 
(Knight's Chamber) and liv- 


ing room (Great Hall) are all 
lavishly adorned with fake- 
fur bedspreads, Mediterra- 
nean-oak paneling, color- 
correlated linens, draperies 
and gold flatware, the most 
stunning room in the truck is 
definitely the bathroom, or, as 
the folks at Camelot Cruisers 
prefer to call it, the King and 
Queen’s Privy. The brochure 
boasts: “The bathroom is 
made bright and cheerful 
through extensive use of 
Lavinchy Fire-Dance-Red 
glazed tile, two ebony-china 
washbasins topped with posh 
gold faucets, and a matching 
toilet, set in a background 
of gold-foil wall covering 


flocked in ebony. The full- 
tiled shower has a built-in 
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FUN FACTS TO AMUSE THE OTHER PILGRIMS AROUND THE TH 


ANKSGIVING TABLE 


FINE-FEATHERED 
FACTS 
O In 1976, an estimated 


137,900,000 turkeys were pro- 
duced in this country, of 
which more than half were 
marketed outside the tradi- 
tional Thanksgiving/Christ- 
mas turkey season, 

© One of every six domes- 
tic turkeys comes from an ob- 
scure place named Willmar, 


Minnesota, the location of 
the world’s largest turkey 
hatchery. 


O The world’s biggest turkey 
was a 75-pounder raised by 
Signe Olsen of Salt Lake City, 
Utah, in 1973, The most ex- 
pensive was a 33-pound tom 
that sold for $990 at the Ar- 
kansas State Turkey Show in 
1955, 

0 A dedicated special-inter- 
est group, the National Tur- 
key Federation, is encouraging 
Americans to consume such 
things as turkey aspic, turkey 
chowder, turkey bunwiches, 
turkey steaks (“gaining in 
popularity throughout the 
country”) and turkey mole, a 
Mexican concoction of turkey 
parts simmered in chocolate 
sauce, 

O Turkey mole may not be 
as weird as it sounds, since 
our kind of turkey originated 
in Mexico where it was called 
Auexolotl, which is an Aztec 
word meaning gobble-gobble. 
O The North American 
turkey’s real name is Melea- 
gris gallopavo. Males of the 
species are gobblers, toms, or 
cocks; young males are stags; 
females are hens; offspring 
are poults. 

O On a Turkey Tour of the 
World, a traveler would visit 
the Republic of Turkey; the 


towns of Turkey, Texas; Tur- 
key, North Carolina; Turkey 
Creek, Kentucky; Turkey 
Point, Maryland; the Turkey 
River in lowa; Turkey Creek 
in Oklahoma; Turkey Run 
(Indiana) State Park; and the 
misspelled, mispronounced 
Russian village of Turki 
(Toor’-key). 
O Turkeys are direct descend- 
ants of dinosaurs, prehistoric 
beasts too big and stupid to 
survive in our fast-paced his- 
toric ecosystem, Like their 
Uncle Dino, turkeys are ac- 
tually as stupid as they look. 
HOW STUPID ARE 
THEY, JOHNNIE? 

Let me tell you. Turkeys are 
so stupid that: 
They starve to death be- 
cause they don’t recognize 
food and water when they see 
it, Turkey ranchers have to 
put food and water in garish- 
colored dishes the birds find 
attractive and peck at. 
(© They have to be kept in 
round breeding houses so baby 
turkeys don’t pile up in cor- 
ners and suffocate. 
(1 They don’t know how to 
fuck—or even date, Hens and 
cocks are matched by com- 
puter and can reproduce only 
with a helping hand—a sticky 
helping hand—from an artifi- 
cial inseminator. 
When it rains, they look 
upward, open their mouths 
wide in astonishment and, 
when their throats fill with 
water, drown on their feet. 
 Spaced-out mother turkeys 
can sit motionless on their 
nests until they starve. 
( They can’t remember to 
squat when they lay eggs, so 
eggs that crack when they hit 
the ground are responsible for 


a 20 to 30 percent turkey- 
infant-mortality rate. 
SEPARATING LEGEND 
AND LIE 

One theory about why 
turkeys are called turkeys is 
that the English confused 
them with guinea hens that 
had come to England from 
Africa by way of Turkey. The 
two turkeys have been mis- 
taken for one another ever 
since, a situation that flatters 
neither the birds nor the rap- 
idly developing would-be su- 
perpower, (French people are 
no smarter, They call turkey 
dinde, from d'Inde, meaning 
from India.) 

© Other theories are that 
Columbus, imagining himself 
in India, named turkeys tuka, 
the Tamil word for peacock. 
Tt may be derived from its 
American Indian name, fur- 
kee, or from the bird’s own 
ery of distress, which, loosely 
translated, sounds like “Ture, 
ture!” 

© Turkey Girl is the Pueb- 
lo Indian version of the Cin- 
derella legend. A poor girl is 
befriended by magic turkeys 
who give her beautiful hair 
and new clothes and send her 
to a dance where she sleeps 
with a suitor. She later decides 
to head west with her friends 
the fairy godturkeys, at which 
point Turkey Girl’s mother 
accuses her of being a witch, 
O Gobbledygook is not the 
main course of a North Viet- 
namese Thanksgiving dinner 
but a word meaning “unintel- 
ligible jargon” that was in- 
spired by the sounds made 
famous by the male turkey 
and was coined by U.S. Rep- 
resentative Maury Maverick. 


PROSE AND POULTRY 
Your sort of gorgeousness, 
Dark and lustrous 

And skinny repulsive 

And poppy-glossy, 

Is the gorgeousness that 
evokes my most puzzled 
admiration... . 

A raw American will, that 
has never been tempered 
by life; 

You brittle, will-tense bird 
with a foolish eye.... 

Turkey-cock, turkey-cock, 

Are you the bird of the 
next dawn? 

—D. H. Lawrence, 
Turkey-Cock 
In a wild-turkey shoot, the 
sportsmen often camp under 
the trees in which the birds 
have roosted for the night, but 
any man who tried to wing one 
before it left the roost would 
be considered no gentleman. 
—Amy Vanderbilt's Com- 
plete Book of Etiquette 

FOWL LANGUAGE 
O Turkey: slang, supposedly 
a shortened version of turn- 
key, or jailer; a half-dollar; a 
show that flops; in bowling, 
three consecutive strikes; fake 
drug (see oregano); a useless 
thing or person (see nitwit, 
jack-off, spaz, putz). 

O Talk turkey: to discuss 

serious business. 

O Cold turkey: departure 

without explanation; an 

abrupt method of quitting 
drugs or anything else; the girl 
in the bar last night with 
whom you tried to talk turkey, 

( Cold-turkey heel: among 

shoplifters, going into a store 

and carrying out several arti- 
cles without using any finesse 
at all. 

Have a turkey on your 


back: to be drunk. 
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seat, terrazzo floor, thermo- 
statically controlled mixing 
valve, fixed or hand-held 
shower head and a vinyl-lined, 
crushed-velvet curtain.” A 
crushed-velvet shower cur- 
tain? Flocked wall covering? 
Who did the interior decorat- 
ing—Helen Keller? Who 


could ask for more? While 
you're outwitting Smokey, the 
little woman can be heating 
up the Swansons’ as the kids 
play ping-pong. With a Cam- 
elot Cruiser, a man’s truck 
can be his castle. 


C'mon, admit it. You want to 
moan and wail like Mick or 
croon like Carly, right? You 
know that you can play great 
guitar riffs like Dickie Betts, 
but you just can’t find any de- 
cent sidemen? Well, slip on 
your gold-lamé jeans and un- 
button your shirt to the waist; 
here comes Music Minus One 
to the rescue. For $7.98, you 
can have a backup of profes- 
sional musicians playing the 
songs that made James Taylor 
and Joni Mitchell great. There 
are six different records for 
male vocalists and six for fe- 
male, and more than 700 
records for instrumentalists. 
Think of it: You can be a 
rock star in the privacy of 
your own home! Better check 
with them before you start 
tuning up your Fliigelhorn for 
Midnight Rambler: Music 
Minus One, Box 3562, Grand 
Central Station, New York, 
N.Y. 10017. 
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Would you buy 
eternal life from 


this man? 

At the age of 11, Pat Flana- 
gan built a guided-missile de- 
tector that later won the prize 
at the Greater Houston Sci- 
ence Fair Grand Award and 
that was acquired by the Air 
Force. At 17, the boy wonder 
was granted a patent on his 
neurophone, a device that 
supposedly transmitted sound 
impulses directly to the brain, 
bypassing the good old ears. 
The invention put him in Life 
magazine as one of the all- 
time whiz kids, one who had 
opened up the possibilities of 
radio for the deaf and TV for 
the blind. 

Since then, he has wired up 
dolphins for the Navy, and 
recently he became one of the 
principal pushers of pyramid 
power. Not only did he origi- 
nate a whole line of pyramid- 
power products, but he nearly 
became the first man of rec- 
ord to sleep the night in the 
Great Pyramid. (That honor 
was copped by Flanagan's 
companion, writer John Sack, 
who remembered to bring a 
sleeping pill.) Flanagan also 
healed the Tomorrow show's 
Tom Snyder of a sore shoul- 
der with pyramid power while 
possessed by a superior intelli- 
gence with a thick German 
accent. (Why do aliens always 
have German accents?) The 
usually skeptical Snyder said 
his shoulder felt much better 
after Flanagan turned on 
the vibes. Perhaps Flanagan 
could have saved Joe Pine. 
Well, Pat Flanagan, whiz kid, 
is now pushing 30, and guess 
what his latest invention is. 
Yup, the Fountain of Youth. 
It's not really his invention. 
“The Bruck Anti-Cytotoxic 
Serum” was developed by Dr. 
Theodor Bruck, a former 
Undersecretary of Health for 
East Germany who now lives 
in West Germany. At the age 
of 62, Dr. Bruck has been de- 
clared to be “25 years old, 
biologically.” It is said that 
the doctor’s shots act on the 
cells’ immunity systems, help- 
ing the little buggers flush out 
all manner of poisons. Flana- 
gan says that the shots have 
made him feel 16 again (so 
lie low, dolphins), and other 


satisfied patients include Brig- 
itte Bardot and the ever- 
youthful Louis Jourdan. Now 
Flanagan's Source of Innergy, 


Inc., wants to help all Ameri- | 


cans to live forever, despite 
FDA red tape, shuttling them 
to Germany where they can 
get the stuff legally. The se- 
rum is made by shooting up a 
lamb with the bone marrow 
of a healthy 18-to-22-year-old 
accident victim and the pu- 
réed thymus of a deceased 
newborn. The lamb’s system 
goes busily berserk making 
antibodies to fight the hu- 
manoid invasion, and the anti- 
bodies are eventually har- 
vested to keep the human 
young and horny for eons. 
Yes, for only $1500 you, too, 
can live forever or, we would 
presume, your money will be 
returned. WN: B: 


Health report 
of the month 


This unfortunate young thing 
is suffering from a ruptured 
viscus, a woeful result of her 
having air under her dia- 
phragm. What's this got to do 
with me? you may ask. Well, 


it seems that our poor patient 
was sorely mistaken in her 
choice of bed partners, having 
opted for one who did not 
know—pay attention, this is 
the important part—the 
bloodcurdling (and gut-bust- 
ing) consequences of blowing 
air into the vagina, Balloons, 
fine. Soap bubbles, well, if 
you must. Blow dope, blow 
farts, blow your mind, blow 
hard, blow the man down, but 
please don’t blow into vaginas. 
And that means not to use 
bicycle pumps or vacuum 


| Mare Sijan, an artist who works, sculpts and otherwise can be 
found in Milwaukee, offers this posterior for posterity. A genu- 
ine keister craftsman, he casts women while they're wearing 
cutoff jeans and then recasts in ceramic, 

for the rest of us to hang on our walls. 

He tells us that he has interviewed 

hundreds of girls in search of the right 


look and warn: 
the cast of a girl who’s 125 pounds, 
her ass looks enormous.” Therefore, 
girls must be under 110 pounds. His 


walls and our 


: “By the time you do 


walls are thankful. 
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AKAT introduces just what the doctor 
ordered to improve your hearing: 
six great-sounding receivers that put 
real heart into your system, whether 
you listen to tape, records or FM. 
Choose from six power ranges — 
15 to 120 watts per channel —with 
suggested retail prices from $189.95 
to $649.95. So now, no matter what 
receiver you want —a good basic 
unit or a unit with all the features 


an audiophile demands —AK Al's 
for you. You can feel confident that 
dollar for dollar, spec for spec, you're 
getting the true-to-life sound you 
expect from the name AKAI. And 
a receiver that delivers better tuner 
sensitivity and less distortion at all 
volume levels is what a good receiver 
is all about. 

Compare performance, features, 
design and value at your AKAI 


dealer. And start hearing what you've 
been missing. 


Wares! Power Total Harmonic 
Model RMS” OHMS Band Width Distortion 
AALS 15 8 40-20,000 Hz, no more than 0.5% 
AALI2. 25 8 20-20,000 Hz no more than 0.3% 
AAII35 3508 20-20,000 Hz, no more than 0,2 
AA1150 508 20-20,000 Hz. no more than 0.1% 
AANIIS 75 8 20-20,000 Hz. no more than 0.08% 
AA1200 120 8 20-20,000 Hx. no more than 0.08% 


For an 18" x 24" poster of this Charles Bragg etching, send $2 to AKAT, Dept. OU, P.O, Box 6010, Compton, CA 90224. ATTN: Doctor 


INTRODUCING SLX WAYS 
TO IMPROVE YOUR HEARING. 
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Docior osc 


out: What do your friends call 
you for short? 
HUMPERDINCK: Enge. 

out: What’s your real name? 
HUMPERDINCK: Arnold G, 
Dorsey. 

our: Wasn't there a historical 
Engelbert Humperdinck? 
HUMPERDINCK: He was the 
composer of Hansel and Gre- 
tel. He died in 1921, 

out: Where did you get the 
idea to grow your sideburns? 
HUMPERDINCK: I just wanted 
to be different. It was the be- 
ginning of a sideburn era. 
After the Los Angeles earth- 
quake of 1973, Bob Hope 
said, “Engelbert Humper- 
dinck was there and wound 
up with both sideburns on one 
side of his face.” 

oul; Don’t you have one 
of the largest fan clubs in 
the world? 
HUMPERDINCK; Yes} 
chapters in America, 
our Are they organized? 
HUMPERDINCK: Very. 
out: Do they still throw linge- 
rie at you? 

HUMPERDINCK: Yes, and a lot 
of hotel keys, 

our; Do you throw them 
back? 

HUMPERDINCK: I stick them 
in my trousers and say “Come 
up and get them.” 

out; Do they? 
HUMPERDINCK: Some do, 
our: Do you let them? 
HUMPERDINCK: Sure, some- 
times. 

our: Does your wife object? 
HUMPERDINCK: No, I don’t 
think so, She’s been in the 
business enough to appreciate 
that it's showbiz, 

our; Who are your favorite 
singers, besides yourself? 
HUMPERDINCK: That's a funny 
way to ask the question. 
out: It’s going to get funnier. 
Do you sleep in the nude? 
HUMPERDINCK; Yes, 

our; What's your favorite 
food? 

HUMPERDINCK: Steak is one 
of my all-time favorites, And 
T've just gotten into oysters. 
T had a dozen oysters yester- 
day and only one worked. 
our: They're very high in mag- 
nesium. Do you wear boxer 
shorts or Jockey shorts? 
HUMPERDINCK: I wear Jockey 
shorts. 
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THE 
Slut 
ENCELBERT 
HUMPERDINEK 
INTERVIEW 


our: Have you ever had any 
psychic experiences? 


HUMPERDINCK: I believe in 
spiritualism. Once, a spiritual- 
ist told me my entire future. 
It was in Leicester, my home 
town, She said I would change 
my name, that my career 
would start overseas and con- 
tinue in England. She told me 
about my illness and that it 
would disappear. She said I 
used to wear a green-stone 
ring and that it was valuable. 
Tt turned out to be an emer- 
ald. She told me everything 
that would happen, 

out: Do you prefer a shower 
or a bath? 

HUMPERDINCK; I like both, ac- 
tually. I like to soak first and 
then shower to wash my hair, 
our: What kind of shampoo 
do you use? 

HUMPERDINCK; Head & Shoul- 


ders and Balsam cream rinse. 
our: What do you think about 
violence on TV? 
HUMPERDINCK: I think vio- 
lence on TV is good, because 
eventually it tells the general 
public that crime doesn’t pay. 
our; Do you think Renee 
Richards should be allowed 
to play tennis as a woman? 
HUMPERDINCK: Yes. She’s 
taken those mighty steps to 
become a woman, so why not? 
our; What do you think of 
masturbation? 
HUMPERDINCK: I pass. 

out; Did you ever smoke pot? 
HUMPERDINCK: I tried it and 
didn’t like it, 

our; What's your favorite 
cocktail? 

HUMPERDINCK: The dry mar- 
tini. 

out: Gin or vodka? 


HUMPERDINCK: Vodka, Smir- 
noff, usually. 

our: What happens when you 
get drunk? 

HUMPERDINCK: Nothing. 
our: Nothing? 
HUMPERDINCK: | get beauti- 
ful. Very tranquil, Settles me 
right down, I don’t get drunk, 
I get happy. 

out: Do you believe in rein- 
carnation? 

HUMPERDINCK: Yes, I do. 
our: Do you have any idea 
who you were before you 
were you? 

HUMPERDINCK: — Somebody 
once told my wife that I'd 
been on this earth 95 times, 
and that I came in different 
shapes and as different people. 
At one time, I was a Roman 
emperor, 

our: Wow! Do you know 
which one? 

HUMPERDINCK: No. 

our: What do you think of 
capital punishment? 
HUMPERDINCK; Necessary. An 
eye for an eye. 

our Tell us a joke. 
HUMPERDINCK: No, no! 

our: Don’t you know any 
clean jokes? 

HUMPERDINCK: Do you? Tell 
me one. 

out; What do you get if you 
drop a piano on a young girl? 
HUMPERDINCK: Mmmm. Uh, 
a squashed Joanna? 

our: Close! A flat minor. 
HUMPERDINCK: I get it. 

oui: What's your favorite 
newspaper? 

HUMPERDINCK: I don’t have 
one, 

ol What's your favorite 
movie? 

HUMPERDINCK: I can’t think 
of one right now. 

our: What was the last book 


you read? 
HUMPERDINCK: I can’t re- 
member. 
our Who's your favorite 
painter? 


HUMPERDINCK;: I don’t get 
into all that. Maybe I’m very 
selfish, No, I'm not. I'm not 
selfish. Or conceited. 

our Did you ever do any 
publicity stunts? 
HUMPERDINCK: Just my name, 
They have to reinforce mar- 
quees to get my name up 
there. The Humperis all right, 
but my dinck keeps drop- 
ping off. —GLENN O'BRIEN 
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Nikko’s Mix and Match Components 


The separate components series from 
Nikko Audio features two well-designed 
tuners and three integrated amps. New 
this year is the NA 550 integrated amopli- 
fier with 45 watts* per channel, with less 
than 0.05% THD. 

Also new in the Nikko line is the NA 
850 with 60 watts* per channel, and less 
than 0.05% THD. Both the NA 550 and 
NA 850 integrated amps have myriad fea- 
tures like responsive VU meters with vari- 
able control, 5-position tape control switch 
(for dubbing), speaker protection circuitry, 
and Nikko's exclusive circuit breakers. The 
NA 850 also features a subsonic filter and 
tone defeat. 

The TRM 750 integrated amp, like all 


Nikko products, is a superb performer, from 
its quality features to its built-in reliability. 
The TRM 750 delivers 55 watts* per chan- 
nel, and no more than 0.15% THD. 

Nikkko's NT 850 AM/FM tuner is uncan- 
nily quiet and station grabbing, Normal 
and narrow IF circuitry provides high 
selectivity and low distortion while a front 
mounted multipath switch aids in reduc- 
ing noise. 

Last, but not least, is the FAM 450 
AM/FM tuner It's an established performer 
with excellent specifications and a typi- 
cally modest Nikko price. 

Now that you've read about our excit- 
ing separate components, we invite you 
to write to us for complete product infor- 


mation and the name of a Nikko Audio 
dealer near you. 

Once you have seen and heard Nikko. 
Audio products, we think you'll make this 
your year of Nikko. 

*Minimum RMS per channel, both 
channels driven into 8 ohms from 20Hz 
to 20kHz. 


Nikko Audio 


For those who take their stereo seriously 


Nilsko Electric Corp. of America 
16270 Raymer St., Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 
(213) 988-0105 Nikko Audio, 1977 


In Canada: Superior Electronics, Montreal, Quebec 
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Real discovers the way 
to keep natural taste in. 
Artificial out. 


The difference in low tar Real is That includes the menthol in Real 
‘nothing artificial added? Real’s flavor Menthol, of course. It is fresh, natural. 
is natural. All natural. Not synthetic. 
All other major brands enhance You get a rich, satisfying smoke. : 
their flavor artificially. Real does not. Taste you can feel. Full, natural taste. 
It doesn’t need to. All that great taste Discover the difference yourself. 
and flavor in Real is natural. Taste Real...smoke natural. ‘ 


Low tar Real is the natural cigarette. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
9)mg: “tar’, 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per, cigarette, by FTC: method. 


cleaners on vaginas, either. 
(Yes, we know that suction is 
different from blowing, but 
it’s the change in internal 
pressure that does the dam- 
age.) Surgery is required for 


the repair of this dire condi- 
tion, and it’s tough to fool 
around in a hospital. So re- 
member, blow jobs are for 
you, not her. Next month, the 
care and feeding of jock itch. 


WHAT REBELS REALLY WANT. FIRST IN A SERIES. 


MOLUGCANS 
STEW 


When Christopher Columbus 
embarked upon his famous 
voyages, he was trying to get 
to the East Indies’ Spice Is- 
lands, Columbus failed, but he 
discovered other islands that 
would be called the Western 
Hemisphere. Today, exiled 
natives are trying to get back 
to the Spice Islands—now 
known as the South Moluccas 
—and are enjoying as little 
success as Columbus. The 
South Moluccas are 800 coral 
and volcanic islands in the 
easternmost area of the Indo- 
nesian archipelago, islands 
with melodious appellations 
such as Ambon, Aru, Babar, 
Banda, Buru, Tanimbar. Re- 
nowned for producing spices 
—nutmeg, mace, cloves— 


bird-of-paradise plumes, san- 


dalwood, mother-of-pearl and 
pearl herself, the islands have 
been occupied since the 16th 
Century by Portugal, Spain, 
Britain, Japan and, finally, 
Holland, though not necessar- 
ily in that order. When Hol- 
land granted independence to 
Indonesia in 1949, they threw 
in the South Moluccas to 
sweeten the deal, and 12,000 
disgruntled South Moluccans 
escaped to the Netherlands. 
Almost 30 years later, their 
ranks swollen to 40,000— 
most of whom have never seen 
their homeland—South Mo- 
luccans are fighting to get out 
of Dutch. 

After an unsuccessful plot 
to kidnap Holland’s Queen 
Juliana and to invade her 
Utrecht Palace, Free South 
Moluccan Youths turned to an 
exciting new genre of terror- 
ism: hijacking trainloads of 
Dutch school children. 
1975, Moluccan separatists 
captured a train and held 36 
hostages, including 17 kinder- 
garten students, while com- 
rades took over the Indonesian 
consulate in Amsterdam. In 
1977, young Moluccans seized 
a Dutch train carrying 55 pas- 
sengers, and a primary school 
occupied by 105 children and 
five teachers. On both occa- 
sions, the usually tolerant and 
courteous Dutch conceded 
nothing and arrested or killed 
all perpetrators. The terrorists 
wanted South Moluccan inde- 
pendence from Indonesia, and 
the Dutch government is un- 
able to convince the terrorists 
that it has no control over its 
former colony. So, considering 
the narrow scope of recent 
South Moluccan terror, but 
one bit of advice is necessary: 
When traveling through Hol- 
land, if you find yourself in a 
railway carriage occupied by 
a bevy of apple-cheeked chil- 
dren and scented small brown 
men, detrain immediately. 
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Herewith we introduce Kleenex art. And, having said that, what 
else can we say? If it were a song, we could say we liked the 
music and it’s easy to dance to. One thing we would be hard- 
pressed not to say is that Kleenex art is nothing to sneeze at. 


Let the footballs fly where they may, but before you get into 
@ huddle with someone you also admire as a person, let us give 
appreciative thanks and a small stake in the world money mar- 
ket to the following editorial contributors: Carolyn Albritton, 
the impeccable Neal Barlowe, Balazs Imre Bodai, Theodore (‘In 
by nine, out by five") Fischer, Gay Haubner, Thomas J. Kane 
Ill, Michael (“Wanna help me lick my stamps?”) Laurence, the 
glamorous Glenn O'Brien and the ultrascientific Richard D. 
Smith. Art credits: changing your mind, George Kenton; occult 
Engelbert Humperdinck, Bob August; The Bouncing Ball and 
Turkey and Trimmings, Public Works Studio; Moluccans Stew, 
Donald Yoshida. Photo credits: Openers and Merci boxes, 
Down Tie and butt sculpture, Garrick Madison; lady boxers, 
Katherine Young; Kleenex art, Ed D. Louie. And there you 
have it, kids. We make it look artfully effortless, st-ce 
pas? That's because we work it hard and love it fierce. 
_ 
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Measure the sound of any other 
AM/FM cassette recorder against these. 


The 4'yardstick 


The Panasonic RQ-542S is not only jam-packed 
with easy-to-enjoy sound from its 4’ speaker, it's 
also jam-packed with easy-to-use controls. Like 
one-touch recording. A sensitive built-in condenser 
mike that picks up sound without dangling, tangling 
mike cords. Easy-Matic circuitry to adjust the 
recording level, automatically. Digital tape counter. 
Cue and review. Auto-Stop. Even an Auto-Sleep 
switch. And a price tag that sounds good, too. 


The 7'yardstick 


Its big-sounding 7” dual cone speaker is the 
biggest we've ever put in a portable cassette 
tape recorder. It's in the RQ-548S to bring you 
rockier rock and classier classics. There’s AFC 
on FM. Level/battery meter. Variable sound 
monitor. Separate tone and volume controls. 
Condenser mike. Cue and review. Auto-Stop. 
The RQ-548S. A lot of features. A lot of sound. 


The 5'+5' yardstick 


When you talk about big- 

sounding portable stereo, you're 
talking about the Panasonic 
RS-466S. With two 5” PM dynamic 
speakers. Super alloy head. Two 
built-in condenser mikes so you can 
record in stereo. CrO2/normal tape 
switch. Level/battery/tuning meter. 
Auto-Stop/Auto-Sleep controls. 
Separate bass and treble controls. 
Cue and review. So good you can 
even use it as a deck for your home 
stereo system. In other words, it’s got 
the works. In stereo! 


Panasonic. 


and AC cord. A car adapter (RP-917) is optional just slightly ahead of our time. 


All Panasonic AM/FM cassette recorders come with batteries 


SEX [TAPES 


THE MALE 
MULTIPLE 
ORGASM 


Back in 1966, sex research- 
ers Masters and Johnson con- 
firmed the existence of the 
female multiple —orgasm— 
which did not surprise anyone 
who was already interested in 
such things. Now, Drs. Mina 
Robbins and Gordon Jensen 
have given scientific recogni- 
tion to what they call the 
male multiple orgasm. Of 
course, they may be cheat- 
ing a bit in their counting. 
What they are referring to is 
the time-honored technique— 
called karezza by the Indi- 
ans—whereby the male, dur- 
ing intercourse, brings himself 
to the point of orgasm but does 
not spill his seed. The purpose 
of all this to prolong a 
uniquely pleasurable act—and 
to intensify the pleasure when 
the man finally does let his 
fluids go. According to Robbins 
and Jensen, those preliminary 
peaks do constitute orgasms, 
even though there is no ejac- 
ulation beyond a dribble. Not 
all the other researchers agree, 
and the public is likewise di- 
vided, as our interviewer dis- 
covered. Mention the male 
multiple orgasm and some 
think it's a new rock group. 
To others, it's just old hat. 


Stanley P, 37, maintenance 
engineer: I never heard of 
such a thing as karezza. It’s 
not some of that hippie drug 
nonsense, is it? I thought we 
got over all that. 


Charlie T., 34, illustrator: 
Multiple orgasm? Well, I’m 
not sure you'd call my tech- 
nique that. I think only wom- 
en are capable of the real 
thing. But I've come as close 
as I can, because, you see, 


I've always been interested in 
the subject—and I’ve worked 
at it. So many guys get 
trapped in that one-fuck-a- 
night syndrome without ever 
realizing that they could get— 
and give—so much more. I 
think more sex is better sex, 
and I've experimented a lot. 
Some people might call that a 
macho hang-up—and maybe 
they're right—but I think it’s 


obviously not a true multiple 
orgasm, but does make for a 
multiply orgasmic evening. 
I'm not bragging about the 
fact that I was able to do this, 
either; I'm only bragging 
about the fact that I was able 
to teach myself to do it, be- 
cause when I started out, I 
didn’t think I could fuck more 
than once a night. It turned 
out that I could easily do 


I was finished 


“She obviously thought 


after I shot my 


wad the first time.” 


just a matter of exploring 
one’s erotic potential. I’ve 
managed to fuck three consec- 
utive times, with just enough 
time in between for a cigarette 
and a sip of wine. Which is 


more. I've also managed to 
keep on fucking after I've 
ejaculated, and ejaculate 
again. I'll never forget that 
episode. My partner was a 
red-haired minx with a lot 


of experience who doubtless 
thought she’d seen everything. 
But she was surprised by 
this—and so was I. She obvi- 
ously thought I was finished 
after I shot my wad the first 
time, but I felt that I had a 
little something in reserve, and 
I started humping again, slow- 
ly and gently, just to see what 
would happen. I teased myself 
mentally by imagining that she 
was a willing participant in a 
gang-bang, and that I was now 
not myself but some other guy 
who had mounted her after 
me. When she felt that I was 
really hard again, she gasped 
in delight and held on for 
safety. Since we'd already 
fucked each other's brains out, 
I didn’t try to prolong things 
but just eased into my orgasm, 
which came only a few min- 
utes after the previous one and 
was every bit as complete. We 
caught our breath, then put on 
our clothes and rejoined the 
party that we had left. All 1 
can say is, it’s a good thing a 
woman can’t look into your 
head and see what you're 
thinking about while you're 
fucking her. 


Alan K,, 32, artist: I learned 
about karezza and the possi- 
bility of multiple orgasms by 
reading about it. Then, an in- 
terview with Tim Leary in 
which he talked about limit- 
less orgasmic possibilities— 
this was ten years ago, at the 
height of the social revolution 
that never happened—made 
me decide to take acid. If I 
had untapped sexual potential, 
I was all for tapping it any 
way I could, The night I first 
dropped the stufl—it was 
windowpane, by the way— 
I made sure there wouldn’t 
be any distractions. I just 
dropped it, took my clothes off 
and got under the covers. 


Then—not without a little 
trepidation—I waited for it to 
hit. Finally it came, with an in- 
credible rush. I immediately 
grabbed my lady, who was 
waiting nearby—she had 
elected to stay straight—and 
plugged in. Slim and fragile, 
she didn’t look like a work 
horse, but her sexual appetite 
was as voracious as my own; 
any time I was ready to fuck, 
night or day, she was, too. 
Now I could feel her anticipa- 
tion. I felt literally reborn, as 
if I had crashed through some 
sort of time barrier. As a mat- 
ter of fact, I was sweating so 


ly swung her hips from side to 
side. Her face was deeply 
flushed, her lips swollen.:-Then 
she started grinding me hard. 
As much in self-defense as 
anything else, I grabbed her, 
my arms running under her 
thighs, and flattened her body 
out on top of me for maxi- 
mum penetration. Devils 
danced on the head of my 
dick as I came. And again, 
within minutes, I was fresh 
and ready for more action. I 
slipped a cushion beneath her 
and checked out the shiny 
black hairs that seemed to be 
winding like serpents around 


“She didn’t look like 
a work horse, but her sexual 
appetite was voracious.” 


hard, I might as well have 
been covered with afterbirth. 

For a while, I didn’t know 
where I was—or who I was. 
My penis seemed to have a 
will of its own, however. It 
carved out sections of her in- 
sides until she gave, then gave 
a little more. Her internal 
walls seemed to be tumbling 
down as she began coming in 
bits and pieces. Then her par- 
tial orgasms fused into a cata- 
clysm. I stayed deep in her, 
rubbing my belly against her 
clit, but despite my extreme 
lubricity, I didn’t come. She 
thought I did, however, be- 
cause she felt me throb a few 
times. When I started balling 
again, after a few moments’ 
rest, she looked at me ques- 
tioningly. I shook my head 
and her finely chiseled face 
melted in a smile of abandon- 
ment. Shifting positions, we 
fucked our way off the bed 
and around the room. She 
continued coming, her cli- 
maxes making slurping sounds 
that would have been funny if 
we weren’t so deeply involved 
in what we were doing. Final- 
ly her orgasms became a little 
less frequent. I turned her 
over, without pulling out, and, 
with a finger on her clit, 
brought us both to a shudder- 
ing climax. Minutes later, 
though, I felt completely 
fresh, and the very thought of 
our just-completed fuck had 
my dick standing up like a 
good soldier. With an expres- 
sion of hypnotized glee, she 
got on board and methodical- 


her groin. I probed her inner 
space with my fingers, very 
slowly, until I was able to grip 
the bottom of her womb. 
Then I bent over and started 
sucking up our commingled 
juices, which some people 
think is a choice way to ac- 
quire magical power. She met 
me more than halfway, com- 
ing and gushing, and I must 
have been full of magical pow- 
er, indeed, because I felt I had 
to get inside her again. This 
time we fucked easily and 
gently for a long time. It was 
like floating down a river on 
a raft. By the time we swung 
into the mouth of the ocean, 
it was morning, and the effect 
of the drug was wearing off. I 
no longer take acid, but I’ve 


never forgotten what I learned 
that night, which is that the 
only limitations on your sexual 
powers are the ones that you 
conceive—or accept. 


Dwain R., 29, lawyer: Does 
everything always have to be 
multiplied? More of some- 
thing doesn’t necessarily make 
it better. But it seems people 
do want more of everything. 
And we're giving it to them: 
fast-food franchises, genetic 
clones, male multiple orgasms. 
Better they should worry about 
the quality of their orgasms 
rather than the number. I do 
believe, though, that mind con- 
trols matter, and that almost 
anything is possible. I also be- 
lieve that the more control you 
have over your sexuality, the 
better things get. I don’t be- 
lieve that it's cool to talk too 
much about these things, espe- 
cially in print. 


Kay Z., 22, actress: To me, 
when you say male multiple 
orgasm, it conjures up a pic- 
ture of several men coming 
in unison. I have fantasies 
about being queen of some 
exotic island and getting a 
21-cock salute from my sub- 
jects—all of them shooting 
into the air simultaneously— 
whenever I parade in state, 
And I'll tell you, it’s even bet- 
ter in reality than it is as a 
fantasy. I spent a weekend in 
the sack with two guys once. 
We didn’t think it was partic- 
ularly kinky or anything; we 
didn’t even plan it that way; it 


just happened. A bottle of 
wine, a lot of time—and no 
regrets. After some warm-up 
exercises, we did one of those 
three-way numbers that you 
read about in porno books 
but somehow assume that 
people never do in real life: I 
managed to get both of them 
into me at the same time. It 
wasn’t easy and, believe me, 
it wasn’t the most comfort- 
able of fucks. Nobody could 
moye much. But to me it was: 
bliss. It felt as if the hand of 
God—or maybe the Devil— 
had me by the cunt, with a 
finger in each hole. And when 
they ground to orgasm, slow- 
ly and simultaneously, I was 
plunged into space. I literally 
saw stars. I still see both of 
those guys, by the way, but, 
while I make it with them 
separately, we haven't per- 
formed as a trio again, except 
in my daydreams. But that 
incident was the most mem- 
orable of the male multiple 
orgasms that I’ve been for- 
tunate enough to witness. 


Harvey P., 33, salesman: I’ve 
never thought about multiple 
orgasms. I have a very nor- 
mal, straight-ahead sex life, 
and I’m happy with it. I like 
to stick it in, do what comes 
naturally for 20 minutes or so, 
then blow my wad. Then I 
don’t think about sex till the 
next day. I’m not interested 
in making the Guinness Book 
of World Records and Y'm not 
interested in half-orgasms. If 
some guys like to fuck for 
hours without really getting 
off, that’s their problem. I 
think that if you spend that 
much time screwing, all your 
muscles get very stiff and 
cramped. Those people aren't 
basically interested in pleas- 
ure; they’re just out to prove 
something. 


Alfredo E., 27, model: “Once 
is not enough” was my motto 
from the very beginning. I 
have to come at least twice to 
feel good, unless the first one 
is really spectacular. Maybe 
that’s because I usually hold 
back awhile. I do that for 
my woman’s sake; she usually 
needs time to work up to her 
first orgasm, though once she 
has it, she usually has several 
more in fairly rapid succes- 
sion. By the time I come, I've 


oui 


got so much fluid in my balls 
that one orgasm isn’t enough 
to clean me out. It's like blow- 
ing your nose in hay-fever 
season: One blast isn't enough 
to clean the sinuses. Sex is 
much more pleasant, of 
course, but it leaves me hang- 
ing in much the same way. It’s 
a physical yearning; after the 
first climax, my crotch literally 
begs for more attention. So, 
as you can imagine, I’m like a 
junkie about that second fuck. 
If I don’t get it, I'll go crazy. 
So I usually go after it more 
aggressively than the first one. 
And, usually, it only takes a 
few strokes before I’m ready 
to shoot, When I pop for that 
second time, it feels as if the 
sperm is coming from some- 
where in my back, somewhere 
in the kidney area. After I let 
it out, I'm ready to watch 
television, 


Jules N., 27, pharmacologi: 
I don’t believe any such thing 
is possible, frankly. Women 
can do it, but men are not 
built that way. We need re- 
covery time. The closest a 
man can come to a multiple 
orgasm is to come more than 
once in a night, and that's 
tough enough, But it seems 
that every time I turn 
around nowadays, somebody's 
dreamed up a new sexual gim- 
mick, and somebody’s claim- 
ing he's done it. 


Cara P., 23, stenographer: 
My boyfriend spent a long 
time trying to learn not to 
come when he got the urge. 
We didn’t talk much about 
sex in those days, and I used 
to wonder, sometimes, why 
he would look morose or 
disappointed after coming. 
That's when you're supposed 
to look. happy, isn't it? And I 
would wonder if I had some- 
how disappointed him. But he 
would always be eager to do 
it again, as soon as he could, 
and that reassured me. I fig- 
ured he was just being moody 
and eccentric—which he is. 
Some nights, though, when it 
seemed that he was refusing to 
come, I’d get angry with him. 
I thought he was just refusing 
to give himself to me, The 
truth was that he had another 
gift in mind and was trying to 
get it together—but I didn’t 
know this. Then, one night, he 


brought me to a screeching 
orgasm, after which I lay 
back and waited—waited for 
him to get soft, make his exit 
and go through his usual 
postfucking rituals, like raid- 
ing the refrigerator, Instead, 
he just smiled, waited a few 
minutes, then moved in a lit- 
tle closer and started screw- 
ing again, very surely and 
deliberately, I managed to 
gasp out, “Didn’t you come?” 
He shook his head. I imme- 
diately sensed what was going 
on and was delighted to lie 
back and enjoy it—which, 
frankly, is what I've been do- 
ing ever since. 


Fred N., 32, truck driver: I 
don’t see how a guy can have 
a multiple orgasm unless he’s 
got more than one dick, In 
any case, it doesn’t sound like 
much fun, unless you're on a 
power trip. See, that's for guys 
who are into a control thing. 
They want to fuck all night, 
show off their technique and 
drive the broad out of her 
mind, I don’t think that com- 
ing a little bit at a time is 
really coming. I mean, the 
ocean may be made out of 
raindrops, but individually 
they don’t mean a thing. 


John W., 29, architect: I was 
inspired to control my orgasm 
and get into real long-distance 
fucking by some neighbors. 
They would screw all night 
and into the next morning, 
and the way that house was 
built, I could hear everything. 
It really turned me on the way 
the woman would just keep 
on coming and coming, and 
telling her man about it. They 


would build up slowly, with 


nothing audible for a long 
time but the bedspring. Then 
I would hear them breathing. 
After two hours or so, she 
would start to moan and cry. 
Eventually there would be a 
few moments of silence, dur- 
ing which my imagination 
would be humping like mad, 
and then I'd hear her calling 
out “I’m coming, I'm com- 
ing,” as if she could hardly 
believe it herself, in a half- 
strangled voice that turned me 
on immensely. As they went 
on through the night, she 
would continue to announce 
her orgasms, and by morning, 
her voice hoarse and shock~ 
ingly loud in that rickety 
wooden building, she would 
be ordering him, “Fuck me! 
Fuck me!” And then, “I’m 
com-eeng,” and she would go 
over the brink with a high- 
pitched wail that quavered 
and broke into silence. They’d 


while I came to feel that I 
knew her intimately, even 
though I never saw those 
people, did not know their 
names, and was not even sure 
what apartment the sounds 
were coming from. I wanted 
to be able to screw like that, 
too, and I figured out the se- 
cret by myself, long before I 
could do it, because, once I 
found a suitably maniacal 
partner, it took about a year 
of trying. 

Night after night I would 
psych myself up, saying 
that this time I would hold 
back on my orgasm. And 
then I would either miss the 
warning signals from my loins 
and speed on through the in- 
tersection, or else I'd lose 
my will power and give in 
to temptation. Afterward, of 
course, I'd feel like kicking 
myself, Then I realized that, 
instead of psyching myself up, 
I should have been psyching 
myself down. One night I 
just fell into a pattern of 
building up tension a little bit 
at a time, with a few strokes, 
then coasting; this time it 
seemed as if my orgasm 
coughed before it came 
around the corner. Just before 
I slid down the chute, I 
stopped moving. I had a few 
pulsations and maybe lost a 
drop or two. Suddenly the 
coast was clear. I felt like 
shouting “Eureka!” And then 
I just fucked myself blind, be- 
cause once you pass that 
point, you're not going to 


“It seemed as if my 
orgasm coughed before it came 
around the corner.” 


repeat the cycle, over and 
over, till about noon, when 
they would give it up—to my 
great relief, since I couldn't 
sleep while this was going on 
and would lie there all aquiv- 
er, trying to picture what he 
was doing to her, wishing I 
had a partner like that—and, 
when I couldn't stand it any 
longer, jerking off. 

They would do this night aft- 
er night, starting slowly and 
building up to sheer insanity. 
The woman’s vocabulary nev- 
er varied and her voice always 
had that same touchingly des- 
perate quality—The Existen- 
tial Orgasm—so that after a 


ejaculate very readily at all, 
but you are going to stay 
hard. By the time I finished, 
my lady was beside herself. 
She didn’t know what had 
happened, but she knew it 
was something special. And it 
was—lI’d finally caught up to 
my phantom rival. Of course, 
that didn’t free me from what 
I could only call a case of pos- 
session, because, in my mind, 
1 still compete with that man 
and, frankly, I’m still enam- 
ored of the sounds that my 
unseen neighbor made on 
those summer nights. If we 
ever meet on a bed sheet, her 


voice will tell me who she is. 
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SEX TAPE LETTERS 


“Sex Tape Letters” is a col- 
umn devoted to you, the 
reader. This is your opportu- 
nity to comment on any of the 
preceding “Sex Tapes” or to 
share similar experiences with 
us, All writers in this column 
will remain anonymous. Write 
to our Sex Tapes, 919 N. 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 
Illinois 60611. 


Hairy sex 
I went with a guy named 

Shelly who had a thing for my 
hair, which is long and dark, 
He would turn on his black- 
light, get a pair of scissors, 
snip off my split ends and then, 
on his parquet floor, make 
dirty words out of the strands. 
He would then have me make 
a word, and whatever I wrote, 
he would do it. This may 
sound weird but, believe me, 
it was a lot of fun. 

ELAine B. 

Rochester, Minnesota 


Sex and hair are definitely 
bound up in my mind, because 
I'm married to a redhead. Tra- 
ditionally they're supposed to 
have voracious appetites—at 
one time, redheads were 
thought to be vampires—and, 
while I can’t say anything 
about redheads in general, my 
wife does nothing to disprove 
the legend. 

CuHares H. 
Winchester, Tennessee 


Anne and I were roommates 
at Barnard College and we 
shared a little bathroom. I was 
taking a shower once when she 
came in unannounced and 
started washing my hair. Then 
she lathered up her own hair 
and asked me if I washed my 
vagina with a cloth or with my 
hand. Before I could answer, 
she started washing my crotch 
with her lathered-up hair in a 
slow, rhythmic motion that 
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made me go up the wall. I 
came and came. Then we lay 
there in the tub, washing each 
other without saying a word. 
To this day, whenever I do 
my hair, I think of Anne. 

Epna G. 

White Plains, New York 


At first I was disconcerted 
by the fact that I was balding 
prematurely—but, deciding to 
accept reality rather than fight, 
I shaved my head, Kojak style. 
I was nervous about the reac- 
tion I might get from my girl, 
Angela, so I decided to spring 
it on her without warning. I 
showered, shaved, lit some 
candles and made the living 
room as seductive as I could. 
When I heard her shy little 
knock on the door, my stom- 
ach did an acrobatic routine, 
but, bravely and grandly, I 
swung the door wide open 
and stood there in nothing 
but my bathrobe. She looked 
at me with one of the oddest 
expressions I'd ever seen. Then 
she threw her arms around 
me and said she just loved my 
new look. Imagine my sur- 
prise; I had worried for noth- 


ing. I mixed a couple of drinks, 
and as we sat and sipped, I 
explained why I had shaved 
my head. She continued to 
stare at me strangely. Then 
she excused herself and went 
to the washroom. She was in 
there an awfully long time 
and I wondered what was up. 
{ thought maybe she wasn't 
feeling well. I fixed myself 
another drink and paced the 
floor. 

Then she stepped out of 
the bathroom—nude. And 
hairless between the legs. It 
was positively amazing. My 
dick on the rise, I bounded 
over to embrace her. In sec- 
onds, I had my bald head 
between her legs and was 
running my tongue across the 
thick but smooth lips of her 
bald, little-girl cunt. I moved 
my tongue into the folds of 
her inner lips and then back 
and forth, teasingly licking 
that little button. I was enjoy- 
ing it so much that I nearly 
forgot it was turning her on 
until I pushed my tongue into 
her hole. She was flowing 
like a faucet. As I continued 
to suck and lick her, I man- 


aged to get my finger on her 
trigger and rub it carefully 
until I felt her tremble and 
jerk in orgasm. Then I low- 
ered her to the floor, and, 
after a few seconds of hard 
breathing, I mounted her. 
God, what a fuck! I could 
feel her lips sliding back and 
forth and gripping the base 
of my dick. It was as if my 
consciousness of her bald- 
ness—and hers of mine—had 
made us supersensitive. I came 
before 1 knew what was hap- 
pening, and as I let out a hell- 
ish scream, I could hear her 
screaming, too. We've had 
nothing but terrific sex since 
then, and I have nothing but 
pity for the men I see walk- 
ing around with hairpieces. 
Git W. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I’ve had one experience that 
you could call a hair story. It 
was with a weirdo I met at 
school. I’d known him awhile, 
and he seemed nice enough, so 
I agreed to go out with him. 
What a mistake. He had a 
thing for tight, curly hair— 
of which I have plenty. I 
thought he just liked to feel it. 
I wasn’t even turned off by 
his wanting to rub his dick in 
it—but then the fool started to 
get rough. The next thing I 
knew he was yanking at my 
scalp and rubbing handfuls 
of my hair over his prick. 
And then it happened: He 
came in my hair. I’ve used 
protein conditioners on occa- 
sion, but this was ridiculous. 
Not that I was laughing: I was 


livid. How was I going to get . 


out of his apartment in a hur- 
ry, when my hair was full of 
his come? No matter what 
else I did, I had to wash my 
hair. And wouldn’t you know 
it? He wanted to be the one 
to (Continued on page 132) 
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REVUE 


Mano goes to war: movies 
that make the world safe for big budgets 


. uh, kind of gorgeous actually. 
ain’t Penelope Gilliatt reviewing, 
babes—Penelope with her “Heel!” “Sit!” 
“Roll over!” Eastern-liberal repugnance 
to anything more yiolent than Dutch 
elm rot. Me, I love war films: bad- 
dah-baddah, pockety-pock-pock, ceece- 
whomp. Ah, the lush red-orange garden 


y human assholeness. 


of an artillery barrage. Ah, the Jurassic 
armored vehicles with their blank, car- 
nivorous grillwork. Ah, the instant and 
thunderous urban-renewal projects. (Ad- 
mit it, you like seeing a house fall down.) 
And the sweet, crazy heroism; the sweet, 
Beats some 


es Z u 

PREVUE: If we tell you that The Man Who Loved Women is about a guy who 
chases women and in the end dies from it, you might decide Francois Truffaut 
has nothing new to offer. But this film is so infused with the gentle and wistful 
humor that touches the best of Truffaut’s work that you might think the theme 
had never before been touched. Bertrand (beautifully done by Charles Denner, 
who is best remembered in the U.S. as the car-chased lawyer in Z) has left Paris 
after an unhappy love affair and seeks solace in the provinces, pursuing and se- 
ducing every lovely girl in town. He wants no lasting attachment, not out of some 
Don Juanish inadequacy but because he wants to love as many women as possible, 
given—as he confesses in his memoirs—that he will not have time to love them all. 
He is ecle in his tastes but applies a certain Gallic logic to his preference for 
large breasts in winter and small in summer. Latter-day visually obsessed Holly- 
wood will probably not like the intensely literary flavor of Truffaut's direction. The 
film gives time for reflection on the joys and dangers of loving women, which is 
such a relief from being pounded with action-packed emotions by the film-school 
graduates of Southern California, and so much more substantial than Cousin, Cous- 
ine, whose American success the French still cannot understand. —JACK ALTMAN, 
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When a war film is magnificent, is au- 
thentic, then it holds truths in division 
strength. Sure—easy for me to talk— 
T've never done anything more warlike 
than plugging an occasional off-tackle 
hole. But that does not disqualify. I'm 
no divorced Rumanian either. 

And A Bridge Too Far is magnificent 
as man. Gilliatt has called the film “ce- 
lebrity conscious.” Of course, you fool- 
ish woman, Th ult on Arnhem was 
more complex than a DNA molecule. 
Redford, Connery, Caine, Olivier, Schell, 
Hackman, they aren’t just there to fight 
star wars; each familiar face has the 
function of a regimental flag. They cue 
up scenes: Oh, jott Gould; that must 
mean we're back with the 101st Air- 
borne. And, I can’t believe it, scenarist 
William Goldman has taken Kaopectate 
for his standard Butch and Sundance 
goosey-in-the-men’s-locker-room dialog. 
(Recall those famous words of Lord 
Nelson at Trafalgar: “Kiss me, Hardy.” 
Goldman wrote that for Nelson; had to 
be him.) The visuals are seismic and 
ravishing: Holland broadcast with 10,000 
parachute seeds; reckless wreckful dodge- 
Yem tank crashes; a glider squadron 
lifted to air-birth by sensuous umbilical 
cordery. Director Richard Attenborough 
can isolate war’s stark and irregular 
framework: the savage/sublime abstract- 
ness of Guernica, Even his sound track 
is brilliant (though so loud I think it 
made me sterile). Set in the most ear- 
bleeding rahoooarrggghh, there are home- 
ly noises: a clink, an exhale of panicked 
small breath. Man, you don’t just leave 
the theater after this one. You get an 
honorable discharge. 

Bridge teaches. Wholesome lesson 
number one: Prefer the enemy to your 
allies. At least you know whom the 
enemy is against. Lesson number two: 


Once in, let American generals—not 
Presidents—do your fighting. Lesson 
number three: Avoid the British at all 


cost; from Balaklava to Somme to Arn- 
hem, English generals have pulled that 
last chain unnecessarily on more young 
men than any officer corps ever. (What 
would you expect from a nation that still 
doesn’t know how to make soft toilet 
paper?) Lesson number four: Take the 
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French instead. The French are honest, 
forthright cowards. Only an Italian can 
outretreat a Frenchman. (Hell, Italian 
camp followers are ahead of their army.) 
In an Italo-French battle, no man’s land 
would be 300 miles across. And each 
side would immediately claim POW 
rights under the Geneva convention. 

But Englishmen are worst of all: 
They're stupid and brave. Field marshal 
Montgomery was in that splendid Sir 
John French tradition of high British 
officerdom: an impeccably dressed slob- 
bering aardvark moron, Nations, they 
tell me, tend to fight the last war 
once again, Montgomery tended to fight 
the Zulu war over again. I mean, imagine 
airdropping 35,000 men 65 miles be- 
hind German lines; imagine expecting a 
relief column to reach them in 48 hours 
on one road narrower than Sunset Strip. 
Anyhow, because of keep-the-British- 
happy diplomatic pressure, his plan was 
executed along with about 10,000 British 
and American soldiers. 

Meanwhile in the Pacific theater (six 
blocks over, at Radio City Music Hall), 
MacArthur is playing. Not nearly so 
spectacular a film but—like Bridge— 


made with admirable frankness. Both lay 
it out: the egotism, courage, cowardice, 
brilliance, idiocy, mistaken decisions, 
hardware failure, accidents of pure 
chance. We've come a long forced march 
away from Back to Bataan naiveté. In 
fact, between you and me, war is mar- 
riage, sex, career, faith, all amplified 
but not exaggerated much, Grenades 
are thrown with similar motives, similar 
passion—though with fewer decibels and 
less damage—as plates across a tense 
suburban kitchen, Humanness, at any 
level, is grotesque and superb. Neither 
film, I suspect, will break even at the 
box office: They're not date films. You 
can’t expect a woman to sit through 
World War Two and put out afterward: 
The atmospherics are wrong. Which is 
a shame for women, because these films 
can instruct—and powerfully, 

You've heard it said: Wars solve noth- 
ing. Apedoo to that. Wars have solved 
most of man’s history—for good, for 
bad isn’t relevant; they are the efficient 
mechanism, They work. UNs don’t. Ask 
any Cuban in Angola, Ask any Russian 
in Hungary or Czechoslovakia. Drop a 
line to Moshe Dayan sometime. 

—D. KEITH MANO 


Future rock: Aryan reggae, increased 
productivity and the other side of punk 


Could punk rock be the next form of 
world government? This is the question 
posed like a switchblade by Britain’s Sex 
Pistols. Suppressed in England as too 
dangerous, the Pistols may soon be lead- 
ing the final British invasion under the 
black banner, Like their New York cous- 
ins, The Ramones, the Pistols represent 
a rocking version of progressive social 
breakdown, anarchy and enlightened, 
self-conscious invocation of the Dark 
Ages. You can dance to it, but it looks 
like marching. 

Then, sort of on the other hand, you 
have a remarkable outbreak of real rock 
futurism. Just as punk is the spiritual 
son of Eddie Cochran/Gene Vincent 
rockerism, futurist rock emanates from 
psychedelic music (acid rock), which 
never really left (although most people 
thought it had) and which is really 
coming back (although we did hear surf 
music again). The big difference, this 
round, is science. Psychedelia used to 
be about science; now it is science. 
Musicians have caught up with in- 
ventors, form and eyen ideas to create 
radical new sci-fi sounds. 

The VIPs in this vortex of visionary 
vibes are David Bowie and Brian Eno. 
Eno broke into the biz as special-effects 
man for the ultra-aesthetic Roxy Music, 
but soon went on to his own projects, 
going boldly where no band had gone 
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before. Employing instruments such as 
anchor bass, snake guitar, digital guitar, 
treated rhythm generator, assistant casta- 
net guitar, Peruvian percussion and, of 
course, the synthesizer, Eno invented a 
new way of putting it all together, as 
strikingly simple as it is amazingly 
sophisticated, Eno’s own albums never 
took off—perhaps because of their ad- 
vanced technique, perhaps because of 
his daringly elite posture—but Here 
Come the Warm Jets (1973), Taking 
Tiger Mountain (by Strategy) (1974) and 
Another Green World (1975), all on 
Island, may go gold by 1984. 

For my money, David Bowie didn’t 
do anything really new until Diamond 
Dogs, but he's since turned out to be 
one of the great late bloomers. On his 
last two albums, Bowie created his own 
sound: a strange fusion of British rock, 
disco and night-club crooning. And on 
his latest, Low (RCA), he’s taken it one 
step beyond by closely collaborating 
with Eno, It’s basically the same Bowie 
fusion, but synthetically modulated, 
layered, textured and tampered with in 
the style of Eno. Originally titled New 
Music Night and Day, Low features two 
distinct styles, one per side. Side A is 
pop, featuring short tracks of energetic, 
up, often anthemlike sci-fi music. The 
disco influence is evident, but Bowie has 
managed to whiten it up into a sort of 


expressionist monster-mash sound that's 
as thought-provoking as it is ironic. And 
this album is a milestone in the annals of 
irony, featuring such truly oddball cuts 
as Breaking Glass, Always Crashing in 
the Same Car and A New Career in a 
New Town, Side B is the night side, 
where the most radical experiments lurk 
under such titles as Warszawa and Art 
Decade, wherein Bowie and Eno create 
a kind of synthesized, symphonic mood 
music for the metaphysically inclined. 
Hear it to believe it. 

The same goes for The Idiot (RCA), 
the legendary Iggy Pop’s latest album, 
which was recorded by Bowie in Ber- 
lin, where Low was made. The Idiot 
clearly features the new Bowie sound, 
but it’s specially tailored to accom- 
modate the most dangerous perform- 
er in rock. Fans used to Iggy’s original 
heavy-metal, rave-up sound may take 
a few listenings to get over its slow 
tempo, but the heavy, lurking, mechan- 
ical beat of the Bowie production suits 
Iggy'’s style of droll mania perfectly, 
and Bowie sounds even better with Iggy 
than he does on his own. It’s really 
monster music—heavy metal soaring 
and droning, set to a menacing but 
dance-crazy beat—and it gives the 
former lead singer of the Stooges real 
opportunity to show off his vocal range, 
which is not unlike Jim Morrison's. A 
great screamer and shouter, he can still 
croon with the best of them. 

The ultramodern music of The Idiot 
was written by Bowie in the studio, 
where Iggy wrote the lyrics, as usual, on 
his feet. The magnificent doom that Mr. 
Pop’s words elicit goes just right with 
Bowie's orderly, Wagnerian, psychedelic 
rock—complete with amazing Aryan 
racial self-criticism, unheard of since 
1945, especially in Berlin. Songs like 
China Girl and Mass Production keep 
Iggy ahead of all contenders in explain- 
ing white-man angst; they're right up 
there with his classic Search and Destroy. 

In his Playboy interview, David 
Bowie said, “My favorite group is a 
German band called Kraftwerk—it plays 
noise music to ‘increase productivity.’ ” 
You can catch up with Kraftwerk on the 
group’s latest LP, Trans-Europe Express 
(Capitol), which will also show you 
what they did for Bowie. Kraftwerk 
isn’t just a wall of noise. Actually they 
use a lot of silence. They are very 
innovative in the percussion depart- 
ment, where they take you to the discos 
of the robot planet. If you think you've 
heard a tight band, these guys play like 
a Mercedes trunk lid. They are also 
very repetitive—this is trance music, 
Aryan reggae, almost, with surrealism 
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substituted for Rasta as a credo. Not that 
Kraftwerk is exactly a religious experi- 
ence. Not exactly—but there’s a kind 
of scientific worship of infinity and 
numbers here, the same kind that pro- 
duced the German baroque tradition 
(and the V-2), which could be taken 
for religion on a dark night. Combining 
hundreds of years of melodic training 
with three-chord rock and the assimila- 
tion and techno-transmutation of African 
trance rhythm circuits, these clean-cut 
Nordic rockers have come up with music 
that cooks like a microwave oven and 
may well increase your productivity in 
certain fields. 

Also a force on the Berlin-rock axis 
is Tangerine Dream, another synthesizer 
group, which is more spacey and less 
beat-oriented than Kraftwerk. Actually 
they’re not far from interstellar Pink 
Floyd territory, and one assumes that 
Tangerine Dream will continue outward 
bound from where Pink Floyd seems to 
have left off. Their latest LP, Stratosfear 
(Virgin), is actually very dreamy and 
meditative, even romantic; but it is also 
probably quite likely to increase produc- 
tivity, especially among architects, art 
students, geographers, weavers and other 
creative-but-neat types. 

No review of futurist rockers would 
be complete without a mention of Philip 
Glass, an avant-garde New York com- 
poser who's got a few years on any of 
these space rockers—maybe a few light- 
years, too. Glass is an artist’s musician. 
His latest recording, North Star (Virgin), 
consists of music from the sound track 
of a film on sculptor Mark Di Suvero. 
But Glass’s swirling Farfisa organ cycle, 
sometimes accompanied by sax, flute 
and weird mystery chorale, is as obses- 
sive, hypnotic and slyly motivating as 
anything achieved by the space boys 
who came up through rock ’n’ roll. 

So where's it all going, anarchy or 
Alpha Centauri? I think I'd prefer to 
believe in the version of the future 
evoked in Philip Glass’s orderly, mys- 
tical sounds rather than the utter human 
breakdown acted out by Iggy and in- 
voked by The Sex Pistols—but when it 
comes to a stage show, I'll take Iggy any 
day. And, as Iggy is widely considered 
the father of punk rock, his transition to 
industrial-strength — Nietzschean-futurist 
heavy metal may indicate that an amaz- 
ing space/punk fusion is waiting in the 
wings. Meanwhile, as The Sex Pistols 
threaten to become the next government 
of Britain, a space/punk program seems 
a possibility. If so, who will be the first 
huttle passengers? ELP? Moody 
Blues? Elton? Pink Floyd? 

—GLENN O'BRIEN 
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Without vinyl: a record of albums 


Ah, everything you always wanted to 
know about album covers but didn’t 
know whom to ask: how record distrib- 


utors hated Andy Warhol's design for | 


Sticky Fingers because the zipper dam- 
aged thousands of records in shipping: 
how Eve Babitz got to do the album cov- 
er for Buffalo Springfield Again in ex- 
change for a lift home from Huntington 
Beach. At first glance, the Album Cover 
Album (A&W), edited by Roger Dean 
and Storm Thorgerson (Hipgnosis), looks 
like every record ever recorded. There are 
160 pages of record covers, from Jane 
Russell and Marilyn Monroe coyly posing 
in black merry widows on the cover of 
the sound track from Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes through the psychedelia of 
Cream’s Disraeli Gears to the sexual vio- 
lence paraded on the covers for the Ohio 
Players. It seems that often much more 
care was lavished on the packaging than 
on the music inside. Everyone will feel a 
twinge of guilt at seeing the record 
bought solely on the merits of the cover 
art—the record that went into the gar- 
bage after the first playing. But fuck 
what's on the inside, say the editors of 
the A.C.A., concentrate on the visuals— 
which is easy to do. The covers are beau- 
tifully reproduced; however, a few pages 
are crammed with 16 different covers; I 
would gladly have sacrificed numbers for 


| clarity. The glory of the A.C.A. 


is its 
organization. The covers, along with por- 
traits of the musicians, are in one sec- 
tion, so that the reader may contrast the 
self-image of, say, Frank Zappa to that 
of Carly Simon. There are other themat- 
ic sections: the star and his car, the 
imagery of comic books, the nostalgia 
trip. The shocker is the double spread of 
Chicago and Kiss, Both groups have 
found a money-making formula: They 
stick with rehashings of both their music 
and their logos. The chapter “Devices 
and Disguises” deals with how to make a 
record jacket look like anything but. The 
t-successful disguise attempt was the 
round record covers; they kept rolling off 
the shelves. The best chapter, “Portfo- 
ios,” shows the different approaches 
eight artists have taken in record-jacket 
design. For those who have not yet total- 
ly abandoned the printed word, there is 
an introduction to the history of album 
art and an epilog on how to design a 
record jacket; $10.95 is a bargain for a 
hefty paperback of this quality. Besides, 
seeing the wondrous art adorning the 
jackets of such forgettables as The 
13th Floor Elevators, Quintessence and 
(shudder) the Carpenters should be an 
immediate antidote for the “If the 
cover’s so good, can the music be that 
bad?” philosophy. —Gay HAUBNER 
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ia is finding himself the darling of Mad Ave's 
craze celeb: Redneck Chic. For the jock crowd, this 
PLAYBOY debuts our first annual College Basketball 
Preview—the teams and players most likely to succeed in this 
year’s campus courting ritual. Plus, a frank profile of football’s 


Frank Gifford. Meanwhile, Sex in Cinema—1977 brings you 
up to the minute on who and what’s going down on today’s 
movie screens. There's also a first look at a major new political 
novel, /n the National Interest. And an interview with Henry 
Kyemba, who fled his post as 
Uganda's health minister to tell 
the world of Idi Amin’s atrocities. 
All of this and more. In November 
PLAYBOY. At newsstands now. 


ning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking !s Dangerous to Your Health 


Madhars 
i} 


LCs 
= Marlboro. lh 


ae 


Mariboro Lights, Longhorn 100s and famous Marlboro Red— 
you get alot to like. 


HER 
INGREDIENTS 
ARE LISTED ON 
THE LABEL 


Libby hates her name. It 
reminds her of corn and 
peas and tomatoes, she 
says, and that reminds her 
of her South Carolina child- 
hood, which she'd rather not 
remember, if it's all the 
same to her public. Libby is 
the kind of girl who's always 
bringing up topics she'd 
rather-not discuss and then 


talking about them. Like the 
matter of her past. “OK, so 
| come from a small town. 

| don’t want to tell you its 
name; my family’s in enough 
trouble as it is. Ever since 
my brother Lance ran off 
with the preacher’s—no, | 
don’t want to talk about it. 
They never liked me any- 
way, those people.” They 


never liked Libby because 
she was different. She wore 
long, ruffled peasant 
dresses when the other girls 
were still in miniskirts. She 
drank brandy, smoked little 
cigars and subscribed to 
British Vogue. She never 
went to drive-ins or county 
fairs and she hated banjos. 
But all that is behind her 


now. “Yes, all that is gone 
now, Emma June and her 
malicious gossip—telling 
my mother about Brian and 
me in the sycamore tree. 
So OK, he was my history 
teacher, but it wasn't any- 
thing like incest, for God’s 
sake, like when Emma June 
and her stepfather—no, I'd 
better not go into that.”” 


Libby hates gossip. That's 
why she moved to New York 
as soon as she had the 
money for a one-way train 
ticket. “New York,” says 
Libby, ‘is heaven.” Yes, 
New York has been kind to 
Libby, especially New York 
en. She got her philoden- 
dron and ivy from a record 
producer who moved to 


California, and her rattan 
furniture from a clothing 
manufacturer recent! 
turned from Taiwan 

also likes to buy me lacy 
panties,” Libby confides, 
“even though I've told him 
a million times I'd rather not 
put on any underwear at all. 
He keeps insisting that he 
just wants to watch me take 


it off. Men are so weird.” 
That's not so weird, we say. 
“Oh, but that's only the be- 
ginning,” she replies. “You 
should hear what happened 
to me during the black-out 
last July. You remember, it 
was a weeknight and the 
city was dripping from the 
heat and humidity. Along 
about 9:30 or 10, everything 


went dark, I've never seen 
anything like it. An entire 
city stopped dead in its 
tracks.” Were you at home? 
“No, | was in a bar on the 
Upper East Side about 20 
blocks from my apartment, 
and once | realized that the 
electricity was off through- 
out the city, all | could think 
about was the pint of 
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ARE SCRAMBLED; 
HERS ARE PUREED [EBBY 


NOT CORNY. BUT 
SHE LIKES TO THROVV 
HER HASH AROUND 


Haagen-Dazs coffee ice 
cream that was melting in 
my freezer—it costs $1.35a 
pint, you know. So | de- 
cided to walk home.” By 
yourself? ‘No, Bob went 
with me. Or maybe his name 
was Tom.” You didn’t know 
him? “Not exactly, but he 
had a very nice voice. He 
had nice eyes, too; | noticed 


that when he lit a cigarette. 
Anyway, he insisted on 
walking me up the 14 flights 
to my apartment. About half- 
way up, his lighter ran out 
of fluid and | stumbled in 
the pitch-blackness. The 
next thing | knew, | was lying 
on top of him on the landing 
and then we were kissing, 
and it was so hot and so 


black and everything was 
wet and hard and—oh, 
God— shouldn't be telling 
you this.” Then what hap- 
pened? “Well, we stayed 
there for quite some time 
and then we heard people 
coming, so | told him to 
leave, and somehow | made 
it to my apartment. The ice 
cream, by the way, had 


melted.” And that's the 
weirdest thing that ever 
happened to you in New 
York? “Yes, if you don’t 
count the fellow who wanted 
me to walk on his back in 
my high heels.” Or the one 
who wanted you to pee on 
him in the bathtub? “How 
did you hear about that?”’ 
Libby asks. Oh, just a guess. 
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A OUI SPECIAL REPORT 


THE LATTER-DAY 
INTRIGUES 
QF THE MORMON CHURCH 


Watergate, CIA, Howard Hughes, Cuban exiles, big business, right-wing 
gun groups—and you thought it was just a big church with a nice choir 


BY JIM KOSTMAN, J.C. LOUIS AND HARVEY YAZIJIAN 


A former CIA officer tells this story: 
“When I took over a small office in 
the Agency, I reviewed an inventory 
of the equipment signed out to the 
office. Something—I don’t remember 
what—called my attention to one item 
on the inventory, a piece of data- 
processing equipment. I asked a staff 
officer about it, and he answered that 
it was on loan to the Mormon Church 
for use in the Mormon genealogi- 
cal library. Then he said, “They do a 
lot for us.’ 

“This is hearsay,” the source hastily 
added. “I never bothered to check the 
story out, but I was impressed by the 
implication that the CIA had an ar- 
rangement with a religious institution. 
That information would have been very 
explosive if it had gotten out.” 

The involvement of U.S.-based re- 
ligious groups with the CIA was de- 
scribed as an “extremely sensitive” issue 
in the final report of the Senate com- 
mittee that investigated intelligence 
activities in early 1976; however, the 
report (issued in May 1976) devoted 
fewer than two pages to the subject 
and said that the number of church- 
CIA collusion cases was small. More- 
over, said the report, the CIA is now 
prohibited from using in its operations 
any American “following a religious 
vocation.” 

The Senate report is misleading, es- 


MORMON MOVERS (from top, left to 
right): J. Willard Marriott, Wallace 
Bennett, Ezra Taft Benson, Richard J. 
Hanna, George Romney, Joseph 

Smith, Brigham Young, David Kennedy, 
Rosel Hyde, Robert W. Barker, 

Dr. Ernest L. Wilkinson, Marie Osmond. 


pecially regarding the Mormon Church. 
Our own investigation of the Mormons 
has disclosed some direct evidence that 
the church itself has done—and is do- 
ing—a lot for the CIA. 

Not far from Salt Lake City, in an 
area called Little Cottonwood Canyon, 
there are several enormous caves hol- 
lowed out of a granite mountain that 
is strong enough to withstand a ther- 
monuclear blast. The caves are the 
center of the best-known of the Mor- 
mon’s intelligence-gathering facilities: the 
church’s vast genealogical library. The 
library contains more than 30,000,000 
volumes of genealogical data, including 
a microfilm collection that—with al- 
most 100 crews working around the 
world—is currently growing at the rate 
of 4000 rolls a month. 

Joseph Smith, Jr., the 19th Century 
prophet and founder of the Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (other- 
wise known as the Mormon Church), 
taught his followers that the Lord had 
prepared for the salvation of all who 
lived before the church was founded 
and instructed them to let “a record 
[be] made for out of the books will 
your dead be judged.” 

Mormon scripture is well-seasoned 
with promises of an immortality that 
will preserve one’s own earthly identity. 
And Mormons today engage in the 
unique ritual of baptism and marriage 
for the dead, which they believe will 
bestow eternal life on their ancestors. 
It is this drive for eternity that under- 
lies the Saints’ vast genealogical effort. 

The Mormon genealogical library also 
has obvious benefits for non—church 
members. The same former CIA offi- 
cer who told us the story about the 


Agency's equipment loan to the church 
also explained that the CIA has a great 
need for “biographical intelligence” on 
people in the Soviet Union and East 
Europe, where the governments pub- 
lish very little about officials’ birth dates 
and family connections. The Mormons 
have gained entrance to city halls all 
over Europe in order to microfilm birth, 
death and marriage records, property 
deeds and other documents. The li- 
brary’s continental European collection 
includes materials from the U.S.S.R. 
(both European and Asian parts), Po- 
land, East Germany, Romania, Czecho- 
slovakia, Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, Albania 
and Hungary. 

This information, if recent enough, 
can be useful to the CIA in several 
ways. It helps in building covers for its 
own officers, and it also helps in coun- 
terintelligence work. The CIA might 
possess the medical records of a sus- 
pected K.G.B. agent, for example, but 
not know that he has a brother-in-law 
living in Los Angeles. In addition, 
genealogical information can be used 
by intelligence analysts to trace “elite 
class connections,” or who-knows-whom 
relationships, among a nation’s leader- 
ship ranks. It is also a fact that tracing 
people’s roots—for hire or as a hobby— 
is a traditional cover for security investi- 
gators and other intelligence operatives. 

If the Senate committee did have evi- 
dence that the Mormon Church is or was 
involved with the CIA, in biographical 
intelligence or any other field, it did not 
release the data; nevertheless, there are 
indications that Mormon / Government 
links have existed for some time. 

Jerald Tanner, a Mormon apostate 
who has written several works refuting 


THE LATTER-DAY INTRIGUES OF THE MORMON CHURCH Mormon history reveals a preoccupation 
with internal security that borders on obsession; church leaders spied on Mormons and non-Mormons. 


the theological and historical claims of 
Mormonism, is one who has recently 
turned his attention to the church’s 
CIA connection. “There are definitely 
relationships between the church and 
the CIA,” he says. “It’s just difficult 
to get information on the subject.” 
Nevertheless Tanner has gathered such 
new evidence as a letter from a cur- 
tent CIA employee who wrote that 
“the Agency has been very fruitful in 
hiring Mormons, especially former 
missionaries.” 

A former CIA officer told us that, in 
general, Mormon missionaries tend 
to be too young and too inexperienced 
to serve as officers; but this man had 
himself been recruited into the Agency 
after being educated at the church-run 
Brigham Young University in Provo, 
Utah, and serving abroad as a mission- 
ary for the breakaway Reorganized 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints. Moreover, former CIA officer 
Patrick McGarvey, in his book CIA: 
The Myth and the Madness, writes that 
the “CIA has a surprising number of 
Mormon Church members in its em- 
ploy” and claims to know of one Agency 
man who posed, or doubled, as a Mor- 
mon missionary abroad. For its part, 
the church maintains—as it did in a 
1976 statement—that “there is no 
knowledge that any of its missionaries 
have been involved in intelligence work 
or subversive political activities here or 
abroad.” 

The statement was in response to 
the increasing attention being paid by 
outsiders, such as Tanner and Mc- 
Garvey, to the church’s world-wide 
educational/missionary system. This 
system was launched more than a cen- 
tury ago, with ambitious conversion 
campaigns in England and Scandinavia. 
Today, the church has a total of 133 
foreign missions, supplemented with a 
network of secondary schools, Sunday 
schools and colleges. 

These installations are staffed by thou- 
sands of missionaries who have been 
trained at a center located on the cam- 
pus of Brigham Young University, 
where it is said that they learn languages 
more thoroughly than scripture. Many 
missionary veterans have joined the 
CIA after prolonged field service, 
during which they developed contacts, 
skills and knowledge useful in intelli- 
gence work. 

The educational/missionary system 
is the heart of the church's international 
network; between 1970 and 1976, the 
head of this network—the church's 
commissioner of education—was a for- 


mer CIA employee, Dr. Neal A. Max- 
well. Dr. Maxwell had worked for the 
CIA in the early Fifties in an undis- 
closed capacity—an associate speculates 
that it was in the field of geographic 
analysis—and, when his Agency ties 
were disclosed last year, he left his 
commissioner's position. 

Such institutional links between Mor- 
mon Church officials and the CIA are 
only part of the Mormon/Government 
picture. Prominent churchmen have also 
turned up in several other recent politi- 
cal scandals, and some of them have 
found their religious status to be of help 
in avoiding exposure. Perhaps the most 
glaring examples can be found in the 
nexus of Mormons who are presently 
battling to maintain their control over 
that intersection of the CIA, the 
military-industrial complex and organ- 
ized crime known as the Howard 
Hughes empire; one of these men is 
Robert Bennett, who was a major 
though little-known participant in the 
Watergate scandal and whose Washing- 
ton public-relations company had ex- 
tensive ties to both the Mormon Church 
and the CIA. 

DIVINE THROAT’S HEAVENLY LEAKS 

Mormon history reveals a preoccupa- 
tion with clandestine activity and inter- 
nal security that borders on obsession. 
For the most part, this involved only 
the church leadership, which has always 
thought itself to be locked in a titanic 
struggle for survival and control; in or- 
der to feel secure, church leaders spied 
on Mormons and non-Mormons alike. 
This habit of spying, moreover, was not 
the result of personality quirks or specific 
situations, but sprang in large part from 
Mormon doctrines and practices. 

The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
day Saints was founded in the early 
19th Century—a period of tumultuous 
teligious upheaval in western New York 
state. In 1823, Joseph Smith, Jr., the 
unlettered son of a poor family, with- 
drew to the woods one day for divine 
guidance; what he received was the first 
in a series of revelations, ultimately 
including the miraculous discovery of a 
buried set of inscribed gold plates. Smith 
later claimed to have translated these 
plates into The Book of Mormon, a new 
holy scripture that told of the pre- 
Columbian settlement of America by 
Hebrews—the so-called lost tribes of 
Israel—from whom sprang the Amer- 
ican Indians. 

Smith also contended that the new 
scripture came to him by divine revela- 
tion from an angel named Moroni, but 


many scholars contend that Smith pla- 
giarized his “translation” by rewriting 
contemporary religious works; they also 
note that Smith was employed at the 
time as a “money digger’—one who, 
with the help of a cultic device called a 
“peepstone,” hunted after buried treas- 
ure. Court documents have surfaced that 
appear to confirm the long-standing 
charge that in 1826 Smith was arrested, 
tried and convicted of fraud in connec- 
tion with money digging. 

But none of this was known to the 
faithful in 1830. With gospel in hand 
and the prophet at the helm, the Mor- 
mons set out from New York in pursuit 
of their promised land. They set out to 
build Zion; and this, of course, meant 
planning, immigrating, consecrating, fi- 
nancing, promoting, politicking. Smith 
himself became a land speculator, an 
entrepreneur and a business executive. 
The Mormons established their first 
bank in 1836, only six years after the 
founding of the church, A Unitarian 
writer of the day observed that the 
Saints had “too much worldly wisdom 
connected with their religion, too great 
a desire for the perishable riches of 
this world—holding out the idea that 
the kingdom of Christ is to be com- 
posed of real estate, herds, flocks, silver, 
gold, etc., as well as of human beings.” 

It was clear to the non-Mormons 
(called gentiles by church members) of 
Ohio, Missouri and Illinois that this 
strange new theology embodied a kind 
of nationalism and, exacerbated by Mor- 
mon claims to own land by divine right, 
non-Mormon fears often turned to 
violence. 

YE ARE MY CONSTITUTION 

Shortly before his death in 1844, 
Smith organized the Council of Fifty, 
the Mormon governing body that would 
possess all legislative, executive and 
judicial powers. Despite explicit warn- 
ings in The Book of Mormon against 
secret societies and cabals, it appears 
that the only way the political kingdom 
of God could be established in the 
United States was by conspiratorial 
means; for, as Smith told the council at 
its founding meeting: “Ye are my Consti- 
tution, I am your God, and ye are my 
spokesman.” 

The council was founded at a time 
when the Mormons faced great political 
pressure from outside society, and 
Smith’s covert attempts to establish an 
independent government could well 
haye exposed him to charges of treason. 
Thus secrecy was vital, and entire meet- 
ings were devoted to stopping leaks; 
council (Continued on page 120) 
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Merit Outdates 
Conventional 


Low lar 
Cigarettes. 


‘Enriched Flavor technology matches taste of 
cigarettes having 60% more tar. 


There is a way to pack flavor 
—incredible flavor —into a 
cigarette without boosting tar. 

That's the report on MERIT 
and the remarkable break- 
through called ‘Enriched Flavor’ 
tobacco. 

Tobacco that for the first 
time delivers flavor you 
wouldn't expect in alow tar 
cigarette. 

MERIT and MERIT 100’s were 
packed with this special tobacco. 
And taste-tested among 
thousands of smokers like 


Taste‘est Proof 

MERIT and MERIT 100’s were 
tested against a number of 
higher tar brands. The results 
proved conclusively that 
‘Enriched Flavor’ tobacco does 
boost taste without the usual 
increase in tar. 

Overall, smokers reported they 
liked the taste of both MERIT 
and MERIT 100’s as much as the 
taste of the higher tar 
cigarettes tested. 

Cigarettes having up to 60% 
more tar than MERIT. 


yourself. Only one cigarette has 
If you smoke, you'll be ‘Enriched Flavor’ tobacco. 
interested. And you can taste it. 


LOW TAR“ENRICHED FLAVOR’ 


© Philip Morris Inc. 1977 
Kings: 8 mg:'tar;’ 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec:76 
1000's: 12.mg?'tar;'0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method. 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings & 100% 


GALELLAS ANGEL 


It was a warm and sunny morning in Los Angeles. The smog had not yet risen up to smother the city with its blanket of industrial 
detritus. Somewhere a shutter clicked. In the Los Angeles suburb of Beverly Hills, Ron Galella, private paparazzo, has begun work 
on his latest assignment for our magazine: Take an unflattering picture of Farrah Fawcett-Majors. He followed her to the tennis 
courts of the Mission Viejo, where she was surrounded by a grim phalanx of police and private guards. She went to the ladies’ room. 
She played tennis. She smiled a lot. The wind in her hair only made her look more beautiful. Galella shook his head in disbelief. 
“Doesn't she ever have an unguarded moment?” He followed her to a birthday party at the Bistro restaurant, to the Golden Globes 
presentation—even to the Los Angeles International Airport, where she took a plane to Iran. The paparazzo trudged home to develop 
his film. He pulled the first batch of prints out of the hypo clearing agent and sighed. “I can’t believe it,” he said. “Farrah is always 
on; she’s like some kind of light bulb. It’s impossible to take an off-guard picture of her. What the hell. I tried.” Case closed. 
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LOUD MOUTHS 


Akai offers its top-of-the-line 
integrated amplifier and 
tuner, the AM-2800 and 
AT-2600, respectively. The 
amp, which delivers 80 watts 
per channel with less than 
0.08 percent total distortion, 
can handle two tape systems 
for simultaneous recording 
or dubbing. There is a loud- 
ness switch that boosts bass, 
and treble response for bal- 
anced sound at low volume, 
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and an audio-mute switch 
that lowers the volume tem- 
porarily by either — 15db or 
—30db so that you can mute 
the system while carrying on 
a conversation. There are 
also tone controls for bass, 
midrange and treble that 
allow precise adjustments, 
plus a tone switch that can- 
cels the adjustments, allow- 
ing for a flat response. The 
tuner, which has an I.H.F. 
sensitivity of 1.7 wV, has a 
level meter to determine 
signal strength, plus a tuning 
meter to guarantee dead-on 
signal attraction. The amp is 


$400; the tuner is $325, The 
Bose 601 speakers ($558 the 
pair) have six drivers—four 
tweeters and two woofers— 
each aimed in a different 
direction. This is designed to 
direct sound around the 
speaker and off wall surfaces 
and allows for easy speaker 
placement, as most of the 
sound is directed above 
sound-absorbing furniture. 
The unique “symmetry con- 
trol” alters the sound char- 


acteristics of the speakers. 

In normal operation, more 
high-frequency energy is 
aimed through the tweeters 
at the side walls of the 
listening room. (This is an 
“asymmetric” sound radia- 
tion.) When reflecting walls 
are not present, the symmetry 
control can be set to offer 
equal energy to all four 
tweeters. Because of the 
radiation pattern, the 601s 
are supplied in mirror-image 
pairs, one speaker each for 
right and left sides of the 
room, 


SEX ULTRANEW STEREO SYSTEMS WHOSE 
SOUND IS SO REAL, KISS WILL LEAVE HICKEYS ALL OVER 
YOUR LIVING ROOM 


The Accuphase E-202 in- 
tegrated amplifier ($750) 

puts out 100 watts per chan- 
nel with less than 0.1 percent 
total harmonic distortion. It 
provides the basis for magnifi- 
cent sound reproduction at 
any sound level because of its 
oversize power transformer 
and two giant filter capacitors. 
Also distortion is kept to a 
minimum even at low sound 


levels. The amp has a 
speaker-damping control that 
permits the choice of three 
damping factors in order to 
more precisely match the 
unit with the speakers’ char- 
acteristics. The Accuphase 
T-101 tuner ($450) solves 

the problem of choosing be- 
tween selectivity and distor- 
tion. It can be switched to give 
maximum-performance 
priority to either selectivity 
or low distortion, depending 
on the incoming signal. It 
also provides an independent 
Multipath Meter so that 


input quality can be checked 
and corrected. The JBL L212 
speaker system includes two 
three-way loud-speakers plus 
a self-powered Ultrabass, 
which contains a 12-inch 
low-frequency driver in an 
airtight, acoustically damped 
enclosure. The Ultrabass has 
its own bass energizer to 
amplify and equalize signals 
that usually require the most 
power from the amplifier. 


Hence the amp can be re- 
served for reproducing the 
remaining frequencies. The two 
three-way systems have 

an eight-inch low-frequency 
loud-speaker, a five-inch 
midrange transducer and a 
one-inch-diameter hemi- 
spherical radiator for high 
frequencies. The entire sys- 
tem is designed to occupy 
minimal floor space, and the 
Ultrabass has a glass top on 
which you can put your fern. 
The entire JBL system costs 
$1740, 


YOUR PLANTS WILL WILE YOUR NEIGHBORS WILLVAPORIZE 


The Marantz 2500 receiver 
leads the power race in stereo 
equipment, delivering more 
power than some radio sta- 
tions: 250 watts per channel. 
Also, because of a new de- 
sign in heat dissipation, the 
receiver is surprisingly com- 
pact and light in weight for 
its power output. In addition, 
it features a signal-analysis 


system that indicates multi- 
path rejection, stereo sep- 


aration and turntable rumble, 


or feedback. This is the unit 
for audiophiles who want 
more power than most of us 
need, and want it in one 
box, without a compromise 
in precision. Those audio- 
philes will have to be pre- 
pared to pay for such a unit 
(approximately $1600). We 
hooked the receiver up to a 
pair of the monster Infinity 
Quantum Line Source speak- 


ers that were so big, they 
didn’t fit in the photograph. 
More to the point, however, 
these speakers can theoret- 
ically handle any amount of 
power pumped into them; 
the speaker has been tested 
at 500 watts per channel and 
nothing blew up. In fact, you 
can hook up two Marantzes 
to these guys and make the 
foundation of your house 


dance to the music. Infinity 
has developed an Electro- 
magnetic Induction Tweeter 
(EMIT) made of samarium 
cobalt, a rare earth mineral 
and the most magnetically 
powerful substance known. 
A 48-inch strip of EMIT 
driver is complemented with 
six one-and-one-half-inch 
dome drivers, a dome mid- 
range, a midbass coupler and 
the Infinity / Watkins Dual- 
Drive woofer ($1200 each). 


SO WHAT IF YOUR LANDLORD DOESN'T TAKE IT KINDLY 


The Mitsubishi separates 
shown here use a unique 
docking feature between the 
DA-A10, which is not visible, 
and the DA-P10 pre- 

amp. Like the Apollo-Soyuz 
hookup, the two units align 
physically and electronically, 
thus saving space and trailing 
wires. The two units together 
measure 17 inches. The 
amplifier, which puts out 100 
watts per channel, features 


separate power sources for 
each channel, supplying 
increased purity and clarity of 
stereo definition. The pre- 
amp’s equalizer section utilizes 
special low-noise transistors, 
thus ensuring few noise inter- 
ruptions of the signal. The 
tuner (model DA-F10) com- 
plements the interchannel 
separation of the amplifier 
with its low distortion (0.06 
percent), high sensitivity and 

a positive tuning lock that 
helps find and tune in stations 
for optimum reception. The 
amp is $390, the preamp 
$290, the tuner $260. We've 


coupled the Mitsubishi to the 
new ESS amt Monitor speak- 
ers. By now, everyone should 
know that the Heil air-motion 
transformer is one of the 
seminal discoveries in the 
redesign of the high-end part 
of the speaker. Previous in- 
carnations of the ESS line, 
however, have been bad- 
mouthed by stereo freaks 
who feel that the midrange 

is often somewhat lacking. 
They should be pleased with 
the many significant changes 


that have been made in these 
guys. Unlike conventional 
midrange and high-frequency 
drivers, the Heil avoids 
diaphragm resonancy by 
distributing the driving force 
over the entire moving sur- 
face, generating an air front 
five times greater than the 
motion of the driver. And 
because of the 120-degree 
horizontal and 30-degree 
vertical dispersion, speaker 
placement is less critical with 
these speakers than with 
conventional units. The 
Monitors are $1132 the pair. 
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SELL YOUR CAR; SELL YOUR LITTLE BROTHERS AND SISTERS 


Kenwood Electronics has 
continued to bring out re- 
liable, well-engineered, well- 
designed products year after 
year. Not only that, but it 

also offers a sensible choice 
between a high-powered re- 
ceiver and an integrated amp- 
tuner combination. Its 
Kenwood KR-9600 receiver, 
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for example, puts out 160 
watts per channel with less 
than 0.08 percent total har- 
monic distortion. Like some 
of Kenwood’s integrated 
amps, the KR-9600 uses an 
entirely separate power supply 
for each channel, which re- 
duces what Kenwood calls 
“transient cross-talk distor- 
tion.” The receiver has 
features that compare favor- 
ably with other high-powered 
units, and at the same time is 
one of the lower priced 

(Ss ). The KA-9100 inte- 
grated amp delivers 90 watts 


per channel with 0.03 percent 
total harmonic distortion. It 
features a well-laid-out 
instrumentation, including 
illuminated power meters, a 
two-position loudness switch, 
bass and treble controls and 

a tone-control de! 
switch. This sophi 
amplifier sells for 
KT-8300 tuner ($400) has a 
1.6 uV sensitivity and features 


an exclusive FM detector that 
ensures minimal distortion. 
The Technics SB-7000A 
speakers ($800 the pair) have 
an appealing, no-nonsense 
design that underscores their 
no-nonsense performance. 
Technics has designed a 
crossover network that pro- 
vides an over-all linear-phase 
characteristic while com- 
pensating for the different 
acoustic pressures of the 
individual drivers. 


SOUND REPRODUCTION LIKE THIS IS WORTH TWICE THE PRICE 


Those of you who don’t 
want or need a superpowered 
receiver, relax. The Advent 
300 is for you. It provides 15 
watts per channel, but its low 
power rating doesn’t mean 
that it can’t reproduce sound 
as well as many of its power- 
hungry competitors. We 
found that this little guy can 
outperform receivers that 


cost a lot more than the $270 
Advent charges. Its tuner 
section handles only FM, and, 
instead of a selecti 
it employs a pair of LED 
indicators, which are as 
accurate as you need and cost 
a lot less than a meter, both 
to the manufacturer and to 
the consumer. Also the re- 
ceiver can be used as a pre- 
amplifier to drive an amp. 
We plugged it into the SAE 
2200 ($450), which delivers 
100 watts per channel with 
less than 0.05 percent total 
harmonic distortion. It has 


15 LED indicators per chan- 
nel that display the amplifier’s 
output from 20 mw to over- 
load. The Spectrum 550 
speakers have a powerful 15- 
inch woofer, a one-and-one- 
half-inch dome tweeter— 
which produces high- 
frequency sound waves, hemi- 
spherical in shape, in an 


extrawide 170-degree dis~ 
persion—and two three-and- 
one-half-inch midrange 
drivers, which are specially 
isolated to eliminate inter- 
ference from the woofer. 
Behind the removable grill 
are midrange and high- 
frequency adjustment con- 
trols calibrated in decibels of 
attenuation, which permit 
tailoring of the response to 
suit one’s musical tastes. 
These speakers cost $600 
the pair. 
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TENSE? ANXIOUS? 


BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? 


bre HCRITICS CLAIM. THAT LEONARD ORRS 

“THETA:REBRTHING |S THE DUNKIN DONUTS OF AWVARENIESS 
THERAPIES; OUR REPORTER TUBS DOVVN WITH THE 

4 | FOUNDER AND MAKES HIS PIICH FOR THE TOWEL FRANCHISE 


ARTICLE BY D. KEITH MANO 


Huh-aaaaah, huh-aaaaah, huh-aaaaah. I'm getting rebirthed, It’s a tough delivery. Huh-ah, 
huh-ah, huh-ah, huh-ah, huh-ah. David pants against my ear: a German shepherd making 
obscene phone calls. David is my rebirther. I try to plagiarize his breath rhythms. Breath 
rhythms are What rebirthing is all about. Breath can cause some bizarre reactions. This is 
~ not, [ think, the line of work for someone with halitosis. Huh-ah-huh-ah-huh-ah-huh-ah. 1 
~ lie; fully dressed;on a stark-nude mattress. In the basement of 2 South Street. In Walton, 
New York, Walton is home town and East Coast G.H.Q. for Leonard Orr, genius. Some 
yery few. years ago, Orr (eureka!) discovered rebirthing in his own tub. He didn’t throw that 
baby out with the bath water: a genius; also a slick entrepreneur. Since 1974, Orr’s move- 
ment has grossed more than $1,600,000, Midwife to the nation’s psyche. My own rebirth is 


teas, 


TENSE? ANXIOUS? BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? Leonard Orr is, no competition, the most 
unpretentious major guru around; so laid-back that standing he seems to be supine. 


tubless, dry, But I spot two unfilled metal 
tanks—cattle troughs, really—in the dim 
basement corner. They remind me of 
Dracula's travel luggage: of coffins. Of 
my death. 

H’ah, h’ah, h’ah, h’ah, h’ah, h’ah. 

He's got me down to 16th-of-an-inch- 
long breaths: Small lizards breathe thus. 
David, meanwhile, has been touching 
me: at eyes, forehead, neck, in an elbow 
pit. My hands buzz, some pins, some 
needles—not much, not exactly a Magic 
Fingers bed effect. The oral juice is 
blown dry. I have morning mouth at 
eight p.M. My tongue is shod; my throat 
is a cement-lined pipe. I can’t get David's 
breath meter right: Now and again I in- 
hale twice, I'm bad at rhythm gigs. Once, 
doing the lindy, I lost a woman. Just lost 
her. She was missing for three days. I'm 
that kind of dancer, David has raised my 
arms. He folds each in fetal position, 
sternum-high. Up go the knees now. 
David is trying for a pin, best two falls 
out of three. I gag at air; I’m short- 
changed, unnourished. I can_ intellec- 
tualize being a _five-foot-four-inch, 
180-pound fetus. My bent-in-half dia- 
phragm could be a jew’s-harp, spronggg- 
ing. I am just naked organ. The lungs 
alive, alone. I hurt; I'd like this to stop, 
please. 

H’eee-ece'h-h’eee-eee’h-h’ece-ece’h. 

“That's a breakthrough.” You couldn't 
tell by me. But David is pleased. I’ve 
carbon-copied his breath rhythms exactly 
for the first time. As for my birth trau- 
ma, though, there has been no instant 
replay. In fact, I relate more easily to my 
father, My father, oxygen-tented, one 
lung cut away, casting out for breath: 
each gasp a slippery, hard-to-land trout 
in the hurtful pool of air around him. Or 
is that so far off? The first breath and 
the last: They recall each cther and are 
both terrible. 

Uhbhhh-ahhhhh, 

“All right.” David has tucked me in: 
a blanket suddenly there. “How do you 
feel?” My tongue is an old brake shoe: 
worn down, corroded. Otherwise, pretty 
comfortable, Hell, for hyperthyroid me 
to be still this long is in itself a furlough 
from civilization and my discontents. I 
swallow. Crack—the tenement roof of 
my mouth chips red-lead paint off. 

“You mean—am I going to sue for 
malpractice?” 

David laughs. But I’m handsomely 
skeptical. My rebirth, I think, has been a 
dull miscarriage. 


That was Monday night: I am to 
spend a week with the Leonard Orr 
Traveling Rebirth Roadshow. They're 


just in from New Orleans. The re- 
birthers are happy and attractive. They 
speak an optimistic, special vocabulary. 
Get accustomed to it. They never effort 
things. They put out good vibes. They're 
in a safe space. The universe will support 
them totally; will validate them. And, 
you know, it seems to do that. I approve 
of rebirthers. At first, I had only 
one reservation: They go hahhhhh an 
awful lot. 

Habhhhh. What it is: a reborn person, 
one who has achieved the breath release, 
lets go of his bad stuff (his shit, they 
say: tension, irritability, psychic gas) 
whopping great exhales. For the unini- 
tiated, however, this habit can be dis- 
tressful. Those first few Walton days, I 
thought my conversation had bombed 
out. I'd get into one of my favorite 
stories and three people would go off— 
hahhhhh!—as if they were bored to cin- 
der block. A pod of sperm whale for an 
audience. It disconcerted me. I felt like 
Shecky Greene playing the Damascus 
night-club circuit: not well received. But 
by Friday, I was right up there, a first- 
rate hahhbhher. Converts are always the 
worst. In fact, two hours after I got 
home, my wife threw a Melmac dish 
at me and said, “If you exhale once 
more, I'll divorce you.” Which I thought 
rather unreasonable. In sickness and in 
health, ‘til breath do us part. 

Also rebirthers affirm all the time. It’s 
a backup technique. Here and there, 
under the sofa or the kitchen table, I'd 
come across written-over pieces of lined 
paper. For instance, “I’m glad I, Claudia, 
was born; I have the right to be here [five 
times]. You are glad you, Claudia, were 
born; I have the right to be here [five 
more]. She’s glad she, Claudia, was born; 
she has the right to be here [five again].” 
Me, I'm very glad Claudia got born. 
Claudia is tall (I see her eye to bra; 
worse outlooks there could be, believe 
me), blond, tan, lovely. Vivid. I can’t 
figure why she needs affirmation, I don't 
look half that good and, brother, I’m not 
about to let some clown stamp voip on 
my birth certificate. 

Mind is foreman for its crew, the 
body. One young rebirther told me she 
didn’t swallow contraceptives anymore: 
No, she was keeping herself sterile by 
affirmation, affirmation, affirmation. Uh- 
huh: I don’t know about her, but I've 
met some pretty positive-thinking sperm 
in my time. Orr's Theta community, un- 
derstand, is more than just rebirthers. 
Orr has extended his mind-over-you- 
name-it program to spiritual psychology, 
prosperity (bucks). loving relationships 
and—oh, why not?—physical immortal- 
ity. This every-day-in-every-way think- 


ing can affect other people, even 
animals. Deni, the cutest rebirther north 
of Conshohocken, told me about a Theta 
friend who regrew testicles on her neu- 
tered dog by sheer affirmation. (I, Rover, 
deserve to have balls. He, Rover, de- 
serves to have balls.) “Then,” Deni went 
on, “she gave her dog to a very negative 
person. And they shrank off.” And I 
laugh: easy come, easy go. 

But I don’t laugh at Leonard Orr. Orr 
can laugh at himself. He is, no competi- 
tion, the most unpretentious major guru 
around: so laid-back that standing he 
seems to be supine. The hesitant and 
wind-blown voice will keep everyone 
leaning forward; surface noise on my 
tape often edges it out. His smile is wild, 
inclusive: just between you and me. Orr 
looks very, very much like Jack Nichol- 
son: Nicholson buzzing the cuckoo’s 
nest, roof level, flaps down. Yet he 
can appear inoffensive, pliant, relaxed: 
une bombe plastique can appear inoffen- 
sive, pliant, relaxed. “I love business,” 
Orr says to me over lunch. I don’t doubt. 
By going into people, by D-and-Cing 
their birth traumas out, he has scored 
$1,300,000 worth of real estate. No em- 
barrassment there: Orr maintains a Cal- 
vinist P.O.V. Success doesn’t cheapen 
your spiritual clout: It verifies (validates) 
that clout. The elect prosper: That's why 
they got elected. I like Leonard Orr: He's 
American. It’s nice to know that the 
same ambitious vision that brought you 
nylon and pop-up toasters will be bring- 
ing you a breath release. 

Mind now, Orr has paid his dues, 
“What I did, I devoted several years to 
being emotionally disturbed.” Orr had a 
crush on death: Suicide spread its legs 
for him. It wasn’t an affable time. But he 
rearranged himself; gerrymandered his 
character. Leonard Orr is auteur of his 
own personality. 

Orr is candid: At 2 South Street, he 
will sermonize on the fortuitous and ex- 
tremely damp origins of rebirthing. “I 
lived in an apartment house that had a 
sauna in it. I used to go down and sit in 
the sauna. I didn’t know why people sat 
in saunas. It was supposed to be enjoy- 
able, though it didn’t really grab me. 
So I was sitting there one day and the 
sign on the door said IT's RECOMMENDED 
THAT YOU SIT IN HERE NO MORE THAN 
15 MINUTES. I wondered why it said that. 
I figured there must be a reason. And so 
I thought that, being a scientist, I'd stay 
in there longer than 15 minutes and find 
out why, What would happen. So I 
stayed in there—I don’t know—probably 
an hour, and I ended up crawling out, 
pushing the door open, lying on the floor 
and fighting (Continued on page 129) 


oui 


©1977 R, J. Reynolds Tobacco Co, 19 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg.nicotine 


av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC.'76. 


Sos than taste. 


A lot of cigarettes promisé taste. 

But for me, only one cigarette delivers. Winston. 
I get real taste and real pleasure every time I light up. 
I won't settle for less. Would you? N 


geo 
rete Smoking Is Dangerous wavout Health. 


SHE 
BOWS HOT 


ESD 


For once, Gail is not so cock- 
sure. You see, there’s this in- 
credible talk show on channel 
two and a wonderful rerun 
of I Love Lucy on channel 
nine. Watch the talk show, 
you say. You don’t know Gail. 
She's very intense about / Love 
Lucys, especially now that she 
gets to hear Ricky lose his 
temper in Turkish. Gail is in 
Turkey. She used to say she 
was just passing through, but 
it’s beginning to dawn on her 
that four years is no longer 
a little visit. She was brought 
to Istanbul as a college bride. 
She met her husband back in 
the States when he was a hand- 
some, if somewhat anxious, 
exchange student. The way his 
dark eyes would catch hers in 
class, the strange things they 
told her, drove her crazy. The 
two of them were majoring in 
biochem, one thing led to 
another, and soon she was off 
to honeymoon in Turkey and 
meet his parents. When the 
plane landed, her husband of 
two weeks told her to wait in 
the gift shop while he got the 
lu e. He never returned. 
To this day, Gail cannot look 
at a rack of postcards. In fact, 
that certain depth you see in 
her eyes is the beauty hallmark 
of one who has suffered for 
love. Gail remembers only that 
she didn’t have the heart to 
take the next plane home, but 
chose to cab it to the city’s 
center, where she wandered 
about in a daze. Thank God 
for traveler’s checks and the 
American consulate. In the 
days that followed, Gail would 
roam from café to café with 
the surreal hope of bumping 
into her husband, Who knows? 
Perhaps he had an explanation. 
She secretly feared that he had 
left because she was somehow 
lacking as a woman. Non- 
sense, of course, but the type 
as nonsense that Gail, being 

a scientific bent, decided 
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to test out. And so she did. 
Gail, in fact, would like to 
use this space in our to thank 
the many U. S. officers and en- 
listed men who were ready, 
willing and eager to assist in 
her research. After a month, 
the results were conclusive: 
As a woman, Gail was per- 
fecto, Still, it wasn’t until re- 
ports placed her errant husband 
somewhere on the Aegean Sea, 
playing first mate to a rather 
epicene _ olive-oil magnate, 
that Gail really knew which 
end was up. “I guess we just 
weren't meant,” she told her 
sister in a letter. The American 
consulate was very gracious 
and offered to fly Gail back to 
Newark, but Gail was not 
about to be flown. Not after 
she had seen Istanbul. So one 
day she cut off communication 
with the consulate and moved 
in with a gentleman somewhat 
older than her father, She is 
now self-supporting and lives 
in a modest luxury apartment. 
Since her work is of a noc- 
turnal nature, Gail spends her 
daylight hours in front of the 
TV set, where she has picked 
up most of what she knows of 
Turkish. The trouble is that 
lately her Japanese portable— 
fizzle, hiss, snap—is on the 
ritz, Well, that's what she gets 
for shopping on the black mar- 
ket. Gail has to phone the re- 
pairman almost daily. He rec- 
ognizes her accent by now. At 
this point, he even sees her 
solid state in his dreams. Damn 
TY static! To soothe herself, 
she draws a bath. How she 
loves to feel the water rising 
all around her, Hot, hot, hot. 
When it gets too hot, she gives 
herself a blast of cold water. 
Yes, right there where it hurts. 
Mmm-hmmm. She hits the hot 
tap. She hits the cold tap, She 
hits the hot tap again, The 
water pressure is unrelenting, 
and Gail doesn’t care if the re- 
pairman never comes. 
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ROBERT EVANS 


The producer of Love Story and The Goofather explains how 
luck and good looks made him a great man, how workaholism wrecks his marriages and 
why politics is only second-rate showbiz 


SCAVULLO: Where did you grow up? 
EVANS: I grew up on the West Side of 
New York—110 Riverside Drive, at 
83rd Street. In fact, Bobby Rafaelson 
lived in my house; Babe Ruth lived in 
that house. I led a very unorthodox life; 
I didn’t play with other kids. I was al- 
ways working on radio shows like The 
Aldrich Family, The Right to Happiness, 
Young Underground. 1 did a soap and I 
did a show called Let's Pretend on Sat- 
urday mornings, I started when I was 
around 11 or 12 years old and I worked 
in almost 300 radio shows, then started 
in television. I played the young Earl 
of Essex when NBC began live televi- 
sion shows. I was in Palm Beach with 
my mother and father when my lung 
collapsed and I was incapacitated. I 
was a kid; I was just exhausted. I wanted 
to live there and take it easy while 
my lung opened up again, so I got a 
disc-jockey show. I became the youngest 
disc jockey in the country—17. Then I 
went back to New York, knocked 
around, had a tough time getting work. 
My brother had started in business and 
I went into business with him—Evan- 
Picone, Inc., ladies’ pants. 

SCAVULLO: How did you get into the 
movie business? 

EVANS: My education is very limited. I 
went to high school. I was a good stu- 
dent, as.a matter of fact, because I got 
good marks, but I never went to classes, 
because I was always on radio shows. I 
graduated and didn’t go to college, be- 
cause I was working as an actor. I made 
a damn good living while a kid as an 
actor. Radio paid a lot of money, for 
that time. I did these 15-minute or 
half-hour soap operas, plus an hour 
rehearsal, and got paid $42, which was 
a lot of money in 1943, especially if 
you did 15 or 20 shows a week. But 
when I came back from Florida, I had 
a tough time getting work, so I decided 
to give up acting. It’s a strange occupa- 
tion: Either you're very much in de- 
mand or you've got to leok for work. 
There’s no in-between. You're looking 
or looked for. I'd always be looking, 
which is why I went into business with 


my brother. I went to Los Angeles on 
business. It was Election Day, 1956, 
and I wanted to vote, but it was 90- 
degree weather and I didn’t want to 
leave the pool, so I said, “Fuck voting, 
Tl stay.” That day, Norma Shearer 
approached me and asked me if I was 
an actor. I said, “No, I was an actor.” 
She said, “I have been noticing you 
around the pool. It has nothing to do 
with your looks, because your looks are 
different, but watching you on the tele- 
phone”—I had a telephone at the ca- 
bana—“I'm reminded so much of my 
deceased husband, Irving Thalberg, that 
I would like you to play him in the 
picture they're making at Universal 
called Man of a Thousand Faces, about 
Lon Chaney. I allowed them to use 
Irving’s name and character on the 
condition that I would approve the ac- 
tor who plays Irving. All of these young 
actors they send up /ook like young 
actors, not as though they could ever 
run a studio. You remind me so much 
of Irving when he was younger. Would 
you consider it?” I said, “Ill have to 
call my brother.” I was sent out with 
Jimmy Cagney to test for the part, and 
Universal resented the fact that she in- 
terfered. I didn’t think I was going to 
get the part. I was packing to leave 
when Cagney called me and said, “Kid, 
you're in the role. You got the part. I 
want you.” And Norma was very happy 
that I played the role. Under Norma’s 
influence, I wouldn't sign a contract. At 
that time, the studios wanted commit- 
ments. I said, “No way. Business is 
the only thing I'm ever going to do.” 
When I came back to New York in 
February, a friend of mine had arranged 
a blind date for me, but I fell asleep 
with my clothes on. Twelve o'clock at 
night the phone rings: “Bob, we're wait- 
ing for you.” “Can't get down; I'll see 
you tomorrow.” He says, “I've been 
Sitting here for an hour, for Christ's 
sake; I have two girls here and it’s not 
right.” So I go to El Morocco and meet 
this girl. I dance with her once or twice 
and the captain comes over to me: “Mr. 
Evans, Mr. Zanuck would like to talk 


to you. Over in the corner there.” The 
captain led me over to Zanuck. He was 
smoking a big cigar. He said, “Are you 
an actor, kid?” I said, “It’s a long story,” 
and I tell him the story of what hap- 
pened to me. He said, “How'd you like 
to star opposite Ava Gardner? For the 
past year and a half, I’ve been looking 
around the world for someone to play 
the bullfighter in The Sun Also Rises. 
My wife and I watched you dancing and 
you remind us of all the bullfighters 
rolled into one. I've tested at least fifty 
bullfighters for this part. The bullfighters 
that look like bullfighters can't speak 
English, and the ones that can speak 
English don’t look like bullfighters. I 
can’t cast this part, and I know you're 
right for it and I want to use you in 
it.” I couldn't believe it. I was signed 
to do the picture with a long commit- 
ment to do films for Zanuck. That’s 
the only way he would sign me. I went 
down to the location—I tell you this 
story for a reason; it's the great key 
to my life—and nobody wanted me in 
the picture. Ava Gardner was going 
with Walter Chiari and wanted him to 
have the part. Mel Ferrer, who had 
played a bullfighter, thought I was total- 
ly wrong. Tyrone Power, who had also 
played a bullfighter—in Blood and 
Sand—thought I was totally wrong. 
Errol Flynn liked me; we got along 
great. He didn’t care. The director, 
Henry King, was concerned. Even Er- 
nest Hemingway thought I was wrong. 
He resented the fact that a bullfighter 
wasn’t playing the part. We were shoot- 
ing at a place called Morelia, in Mexico. 
Zanuck was in London. I was down 
there for two months rehearsing in the 
bull ring every day with a bullfighter 
called Alfredo Leal. The only reason 
he would work with me was that he had 
been hit in the groin and couldn’t work 
that season. I lost 15 pounds. I knew I 
was going to get thrown off the picture, 
because I knew no one wanted me. in 
the picture. Each night at dinner I 
would sit alone. No one would invite 
me. The (Continued on page 108) 
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HARRY REASONER 


The fatherly, silver-voiced anchorman of the 
American Broadcasting Company speaks out on electronic journalism, traumatic 
birthdays and why he’s not likely to be a candidate for public office in 1978 


SCAVULLO: Are concerned with 
your appearance? 

REASONER: No. I suppose that’s partly 
defensive, because I've never been very 
confident about my physical appearance, 
either what’s naturally there or my abil- 
ity to dress. So I've always ignored that, 
under the assumption that journalists 
should not be concerned too much about 
their appearance. I usually find it un- 
comfortable to watch myself, so I don’t 
do that. I go to a tailor. I try to be neat 
and clean and with my hair combed. 
SCAVULLO: Do you exercise? 

REASONER: I play tennis. Not because 
of the recent fad for it: I've been playing 
since my early 20s. I don’t play very well 
and I'm not a nut, but I like it very 
much. I play to keep in some kind 
of shape. 

SCAVULLO: Do you smoke a lot? 
REASONER: I've smoked heavily since I 
was young. I did a couple of documen- 
taries early on, when people began to 
realize the hazards of smoking, so I've 
been concerned. I've tried to quit—I did 
quit once for six months—but I was 
gaining a steady pound a week and that 
began to seem like more of a health 
problem than the smoking was. So I de- 
cided about five years ago to give up the 
idea of giving up and just live with what- 
ever hazards there are. I hate people like 
my wife, who smoked fairly heavily 
when she was young, quit about 15 years 
ago, but can enjoy a cigarette if we're at 
a pleasant party. That's what I can’t do— 
if I have one, I'll have 60. 

SCAVULLO: Do you watch what you eat? 
REASONER: I’m a great appreciator of 
food. I like French cooking. My wife 
once said that for me, travel was just a 
succession of restaurants. I love food, but 
I don’t think I'm a glutton. 

SCAVULLO: Do you worry about chem- 
icals and preservatives in food? 
REASONER: No. Medical advice changes 
over the years. I can remember the milk- 
causes-cancer thing, the great cholesterol 
scare of a few years ago, for which they 
now believe that there was no basis. Who 
knows what it will be next year? You're 
going to die of something sooner or later. 
SCAVULLO: Do you worry about getting 
older? 

REASONER: Sure. Doesn't everybody? I 
assume that if people had a choice. most 
would choose not to. My traumatic birth- 
day was 30. I didn’t seem to be getting 


you 


anywhere; I didn’t know what I was do- 
ing. I was depressed for about six weeks. 
But 40 was no problem, nor was 50. I 
have a pen pal named Bruce Bliyen, who 
used to edit The New Republic. In his 
Christmas letter when he was 83, he said, 
“I don’t feel like an old man; I feel like 
a young man with something the matter 
with him.” But age doesn’t make you feel 
different. I've been disappointed to find 
out, at 40 and at 50, that I'm no more 
settled in my attitude about things than 
I was when I was 25. I suppose that’s 
good, but if you had looked forward to, 
oh, a time of quietness, when passions 
would disappear and you could live in 
ease with the world around you, it’s a 
little disappointing to find that you get 
roughed up just as much in your 50s as 
you did in your 20s. It may have some- 
thing to do with the nature of people 
who go into journalism in the first place. 
Journalism is a kind of profession, or 
craft, or racket, for people who never 
wanted to grow up and go out into the 
real world. If you're a good journalist, 
what you do is live a lot of things vicar- 
iously and report them for other people 
who want to live vicariously, too. You 
see a lot of things without ever being 
completely involved in them. You're an 
actor—you touch on politics, you touch 
on adventure if you do any war corre- 
spondence, you touch on all kinds of 
romantic and portentous activities, but 
always as a dilettante. 

SCAVULLO: Tell us about your job. 
REASONER: It’s obviously a very good 
job, except it’s kind of a drag. I like to 
get out once in a while and play reporter, 
cover something. I think it’s not only 
good to keep in practice but it freshens 
me when I come back. Something usual- 
ly comes up—if the President isn’t going 
to China, it’s a convention year, or 
something. 
SCAVULLO: Have 
Garter? 
REASONER: Yes. As a matter of fact, I 
predicted his nomination and election a 
year ago November and backed my pre- 
diction with money. I spotted Mr, Carter 
early, when he was just one of the crowd. 
At that time, when there were about a 
dozen declared Democratic candidates, I 
was trying to spend a little time with each 
one of them. Carter came by the office 
and we talked for about an hour. I was 
impressed with his mind and with his 
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perception of what the coming campaign 
was going to be like. I thought he was by 
far the best organized of the people I'd 
met. I had a hunch that he was going to 
make it. So I got some very good odds, 
and it worked out. I think he may be a 
very good President, though I think some 
of the things he’s doing to create an at- 
mosphere will get to be a drag. 
SCAVULLO: What stories do you like to 
cover most? 

REASONER: Usually you like best what 
you did last. I like stories with people in 
them; that is, an individual rather than 
just people in the mass. 

SCAVULLO: How did you get started in 
television? 

REASONER: I started out on a newspaper, 
which folded. Then I was in public re- 
lations, and after that I got a job writing 
news for radio in Minneapolis. Every 
time I go through my résumé I can’t de- 
cide whether I was becoming well- 
rounded or merely drifting. I went to 
Manila after I joined the United States 
Information Agency. I might well have 
stayed in it as a career, except that it was 
obvious that with a big family I couldn't 
make a living at it. So when I came bac! 
after three years, I was looking for some- 
thing else. A new television station was 
opening in Minneapolis and I talked my- 
self into the job of news director. That 
was 1954. I went to CBS in 1956. I've 
been in New York since then 

SCAVULLO: Are you from Minneapolis? 
REASONER: Yes, from high school days 
on. I went to the University of Min- 
nesota. T was born in Iowa. My parents 
were teachers. I grew up in a consol- 
idated school district, which was a com- 
munity of fewer than 40 people. It was 
farm country, but I really don’t know 
much about farming. 

SCAVULLO: Did you meet your wife in 
college? 

REASONER: I met her on the University 
of Minnesota campus right after I got 
out of the Army. She was in law school 
there. I was married when I was 23 and 
my wife was 20. We have seven children. 
The oldest, a boy, is 30; the youngest 
is a boy, 15; and there are five girls in 
between. 
SCAVULLO: Did 
as a kid? 
REASONER: I suppose my early hero was 
Elmer Davis. Of course, during and after 
World War (Continued on page 115) 
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BRUCE JENNER 


America’s Olympic decathlon champion contemplates 
his own mortality, endorses vitamins and Big Macs and explains why he likes 
his women to be strong and independent 


SCAVULLO: How does it feel to be a 
superstar athlete? 

JENNER: It’s surprising, but I don’t feel 
any different now than before. The 
thing that’s amazing is how people per- 
ceive me now, how people look at me. 
All of a sudden, anything I say has 
great credibility—especially in the United 
States, where they love to go with win- 
ners. People put stars or celebrities on 
pedestals: I think they need to look up 
to somebody. At times, it’s hard to cope 
with, because I've got good points 
and bad points just like anyone else. 
I’m a normal person. It just so happens 
that I was able to accomplish something 
in my life that very few people are 
able to do. 

SCAVULLO: How did it feel the moment 
you won? 

JENNER: It was funny. I had a picture 
that was taken of me crossing the finish 
line at the 1972 Olympic Games. I had 
it blown up and I had a quote of Roger 
Bannister’s that I really, really liked 
superimposed over the picture. And I 
thought, when I cross the finish line in 
1976, I want to have a picture of that 
last stride, because I knew it was going 
to be the end of my career. I would 
never do it again. But when I crossed 
the finish line, I put my hands up in the 
air, I opened my mouth, I contorted my 
face and came stumbling across the line, 
and as I was slowing down I thought, 
you missed it. Here was the shot I al- 
ways wanted to have, just like that in 
1972, striding across the old finish line, 
and I missed it. So, at the moment I 
won, that’s what went through my mind. 
Later it came out on the cover of Sports 
Illustrated and I thought it was great, 
because it showed a lot of enthusiasm, 
so much intensity—like a giant orgasm. 
But the tough part was about 15 min- 
utes after the Games were over—at the 
victory ceremonies. The stands were still 
pretty full, it was late at night, and all 
of us were a little tired. There were two 
steps to the top of the victory platform. 
T looked at those two steps and I choked 
up, because I started thinking that I 
would never do this again. I knew I was 
retiring, I knew I was getting out of it. 
For the rest of my life, I'll always look 
back on the 12 years that I was in track 
and field as one of the best times of my 
life. 1 was sad to see it all go, to realize 
that those were the last two steps of my 


career. I had made it, I had fulfilled 
everything that I wanted to do—I had 
my gold medal, I had the world rec- 
ord and all the points I wanted to score. 
And it seemed that I had succeeded, I 
had made it, and that was it. Since then, 
I've been doing sportscasting work for 
ABC and a lot of public speaking. I'm 
in the process of signing a contract with 
a major firm—I'll be doing some promo- 
tion work and acting as a spokesman 
for the company. I enjoy that. The Olym- 
pic Games opened a lot of doors for me, 
for which I feel very, very fortunate. 
And they made my life a lot more fun. 
I know that I'm not the type that likes a 
nine-to-five job, who gets his hourly wage 
so he can bring the money home. I enjoy 
doing things that are enjoyable and I 
hope that I can get paid for doing things 
that are enjoyable, because we've got 
to eat. I am not really a highly money- 
motivated person. I don't want to make 
$10,000,000 or anything like that. I en- 
joy sportscasting. Right now I'm a novice 
and have a long way to go, but I thor- 
oughly enjoy it. It’s challenging, it’s 
difficult, it's a lot of fun. As for public 
speaking, I enjoy the contact with a lot 
of people. It’s nice to be in a position 
in which you can sort of pick and choose 
what you want to do. The thing I enjoy 
most, though, is racing motorcycles— 
motorbikes. I go to the mountains in 
Malibu, where I've got some tracks set 
up. Kawasaki's given me a couple of 
bikes and I’ve got a guy helping me out, 
so maybe by next year I'll be getting into 
some motocrosses. 

SCAVULLO: Did you have to discipline 
yourself to get the strength and endur- 
ance to participate in these sports? 
JENNER: It came easily for me because 
I enjoyed it, I didn’t feel that I had to 
go out there and do it. It was fun. I 
would train six or seven hours a day, 
every day, all year round, because I en- 
joyed it and I knew I had just so much 
time to accomplish something. I knew 
there was a finality to it, because I had 
said that I was not going to compete 
anymore after the 1976 Olympic Games. 
I had to do it by then. 

SCAVULLO: Did you enjoy the way your 
body was developing? 

JENNER: No, not at the time. But since: 
the Olympic Games, I enjoy staying in 
shape just because I know what it feels 
like to be in good shape. I don't like 


the feeling of getting a little bit out of 
shape. I feel better when I look good. I 
enjoy that feeling of making myself feel 
strong, as though I can take on anything 
physically. I think that helps me men- 


tally. I never have to worry about 


whether something is physically demand- 
ing or not, so I can let my mind go. 
SCAVULLO: When you were training for 
the Olympics, how did you survive, 
financially? 

JENNER: I had it pretty much made. I 
sold insurance for about two years. My 
wife was a stewardess for United Air- 
lines, so she kept the steady money 
coming in. I would throw in a few 
bucks here and there. We had a small 
apartment, a nice little car; we could 
get around and everything seemed to 
be all right. But training was first; 
making money was second. In fact, I 
completely quit everything six months 
before the Games. I made sure I had all 
the bills paid and then I did nothing 
but get up in the morning and eat, sleep 
and train. I put all my eggs in that bas- 
ket and just went totally after it. I didn't 
even have a coach. I would do it all 
myself, just me and my dog Bertha, a 
Golden Labrador. She was the coach. 
She was great. Every morning she would 
jump up on the bed and stand over me, 
breathing that hot, doggy breath on me 
till I got up, went out and ran around 
the track. But it was not a really diffi- 
cult task. I felt that I was vicher as a 
person than many people in the United 
States who are just doing their jobs, not 
really enjoying what they're doing. 
They're just in a state of limbo. Maybe 
I wasn’t getting paid for training, but I 
felt excited about life. There's a form 
of immortality when you're in the 
record books. 
SCAVULLO: Was your 
oriented? 

JENNER: Yes. Our whole family was a 
bunch of jocks. I was the only one who 
really went off and pursued it, but my 
sister and my dad really enjoyed it. We 
used to water-ski competitively in tour- 
naments—my dad in the senior events, 
me in the boys’ division, my sister in 
the girls’ division. 

SCAVULLO: Did you have just the one 
sister? 

JENNER: I had a brother who was killed 
about six months ago in a car accident. 
He was 18. And I have a younger sister 
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family sports- 


BRUCE JENNER The Games are supposed to pit one person against another; it never started out as one 
country against another. When I was out there competing, I was really competing for myself. 


who’s 11. So we have them all spread out. 
SCAVULLO: Your brother's death must 
have been very upsetting. 

JENNER: It really was. I was home at 
the time. He asked for the keys to the 
car and never made it back. He was 
killed about seven minutes after he left 
the house. 

SCAVULLO: How do you deal with some- 
thing like that? 

JENNER: I usually deal with depression 
within myself. In my brother's case, it 
was very difficult. I didn’t like all the 
burial procedures—didn’t like the wake, 
couldn't stand it. I went for 15 min- 
utes because I felt I owed it to my fam- 
ily. But I didn’t like my brother’s being 
laid out in a casket. I would rather re- 
member him as he went out the door. 
He was happy, he was excited, he was 
leaving for California that afternoon— 
the first time he was going to get out 
of the house, really; he was going to 
live with my wife and me. 

SCAVULLO: Do you fear death yourself? 
JENNER: I have some fear of death, be- 
cause I am the type of person that’s 
always in control of myself, what I’m 
doing and everything around me, but 
in that situation—death—you aren’t. You 
don’t know what's going to happen. I 
don’t worry about flying off my bike and 
being killed; that just gets my adren- 
aline flowing. I used to enjoy the sense 
of danger in water-skiing. But while I 
was competing in the decathlon, espe- 
cially between 1972 and 1976, I would 
not do anything to hurt myself. I 
wouldn’t walk up and down stairs fast. 
Once the Games were over, a banged-up 
leg didn’t matter; we could fix it. I’m 
afraid of almost nothing. I have a great 
respect for a lot of things and I ap- 
proach them with caution, but I have a 
pretty good sense of myself physically, 
and I could handle, let’s say, sky-diving 
with a little bit of work. I would start 
from the beginning and learn how to do 
it. I’m not the type of guy to go running 
off giant cliffs, figuring I'll survive. I'm 
a very calculating person when it comes 
to something like that: I can calculate 
and realize what’s going on, and then 
I'm usually not fearful. 

SCAVULLO: What kinds of food do 
you eat? 

JENNER: Meat and potatoes. During 
training, I couldn't eat ice cream, cake— 
all that good stuff. A Big Mac once in a 
while never hurt. I’m not a very big 
eater even during training. I would eat 
two regular meals a day—a good-sized 
breakfast, a good-sized dinner—and may- 
be a very light lunch. Now I find myself 
eating even less. I eat only when I'm 
hungry, but I'd rather be doing other 
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things than eating. I don’t smoke, 
though I think drinking in moderation 
isn’t bad. I don’t go out on binges. I 
have my beer once in a while and I enjoy 
a good party once in a while, to sort of 
let myself go. It’s surprising: Many ath- 
letes drink a lot of beer. Even runners. 
A distance runner is the type of person 
who's very emotional and very intense. 
Drinking a few beers will relax him. 
SCAVULLO: Do you take vitamins? 
JENNER: I’m heavily into vitamins. While 
I was training, I would take an average 
of 60 pills a day, I'd take handfuls 
of C, B and A, potassiums, magnesiums, 
four times during each day. I don’t know 
if it helped my performance that much, 
but when I woke up in the morning, I 
know I felt better. And I felt as though 
I could train harder. I don’t know if it 
was helping my strength that much, but 
I felt a little bit more alert. 

SCAVULLO: Do you need much sleep? 
JENNER: Lots of it. I used to sleep till I 
woke up—eight or nine hours a night. 
SCAVULLO: What is your favorite kind of 
male body? 

JENNER: Wrestlers. They’re very lean, 
more wiry than bulky, because they have 
to control their weight so much. I think 
Arnold Schwarzenegger is in tremendous 
shape, but his body doesn’t seem to be 
that functional, and to me a really good 
body is functional. A wrestler is yersa- 
tile; he has tremendous flexibility and 
not an ounce of fat. Swimmers may be 
a little more streamlined, but they just 
don’t develop into real hard types. I 
consider a wrestler’s body more aggres- 
sive than a swimmer’s. 

SCAVULLO: Do you consider yourself an 
aggressive person? 

JENNER: No. I’m a fun-loving person, I 
was very intense when I competed; I 
didn’t let anything slip by me. Maybe 
that was just a way to get those feelings 
out. But when I walked off the track, I 
was a completely different person, very 
easygoing. I dislike pushy people, people 
who are always in there pushing: Do this, 
do that, sign this autograph. They don’t 
even say please. Fat people, people who 
are out of shape, also turn me off. 
SCAVULLO: How can fat people be helped? 
JENNER: There’s just one movement that 
can help everybody: Push away from 
the table. Don’t eat so much. That’s the 
main thing. If the American public 
would just do that, they could save the 
world. They could lose thousands and 
thousands of pounds; they could cut 
down on food bills; they could do every- 
thing. A big gut takes a lot of money 
to feed. 

SCAVULLO: What do you do at night? 
JENNER: I watch a little TV with my 


wife. We rarely go to the movies, because 
I'm out so much and on the road. I'd 


rather stay home. 
SCAVULLO: What kinds of girls do 
you like? 


JENNER: The ones on the covers of 
Cosmopolitan. But I also like women. 
who have minds of their own, who are 
not just following their husbands around 
or looking for men to take care of them. 
1 like a woman who can be independent, 
who doesn’t make me feel as though I 
have to carry her, in the sense that I 
have to make the money and I have to 
do this and that. My wife's very good 
about that. She’s very strong. I feel that 
she could survive on her own if anything 
happened to me. 

SCAVULLO: Does she still work? 

JENNER: She's just finished writing a 
book telling how she's become stronger 
and more independent because of living 
with a champion, living with a person 
who is so motivated to do things. She's 
done such a good job of it. She actually 
has more say than anybody else as to 
what I do. I trust her opinion more than 
those of the agents who we have work- 
ing for us. 
SCAVULLO: 
at you? 
JENNER: They may make some subtle 
ones, but I think the fact that everybody 
knows I’m married discourages a lot of 
women. There have been some, however, 
who have come right out and said some- 
thing. They’re mostly groupies, younger 
girls. No older woman with any class at 
all would ever do anything like that. But 
all that giggling and screaming doesn’t 
turn me on at all. 

SCAVULLO: How do you feel about the 
trend toward politicalization of the 
Olympics? 

JENNER: In Montreal, the Canadians 
would not let Taiwan compete in the 
Games, because it was not the actual 
China. Yet some of the shoes the Cana- 
dian team wore were made in Taiwan. I 
think that sums the whole thing up. It’s 
just a bunch of politics. It’s all very un- 
fortunate, because it lessens the whole 
impact of the Games, The Games are 
supposed to pit one person against anoth- 
er; it never started out as one country 
against another. In fact, when I was out 
there competing, I was really competing 
for myself. We have, by far, the best 
country in the world: You're proud to 
wear the U.S.A. on your chest. It's an 
honor. But I was really competing for 
myself, because I was the one who did all 
the hard work. I really am not a political 
person. I've never enjoyed politics, be- 
cause it seems like nobody’s ever right. 
Nobody’s ever a winner. 
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Do women make passes 
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Some roller coasters have rot- 
ten personalities. They give 
you a headache and bruised 
ribs, and the spring that has 
made its way through the seat 
Tips your clothing. 

Those rides are not on the 
Top Ten Roller Coasters list. 

Some roller coasters make 
you wait three hours in line 
and then are no more than a 
scenic tour of the park. 

Those coasters are not even 
on the Top 100 list. 

With roller coasters, as with 
everything else, there are the 
good, the bad and the meanest 
sons of bitches that ever rat- 
tled man. Each roller coaster 
has its own personality, and 


KILLER 
ROLLER COASTERS 


buffs travel the country hunt- 
ing for the cleverest, highest, 
fastest, steepest, meanest ride. 
I am one of these searchers 
for the ultimate thriller. Ac- 
cording to my correspondence 
(over 5000 names), roller- 
coaster buffs run the gamut 
from Air Force colonels to 
jazz musicians, from profes- 
sors of economics to ten-year- 
olds, from lawyers to convicts 
(one prisoner built an intricate 
six-foot coaster instead of 
weaving baskets). Roller coast- 
ers are also big, for obvious 
reasons, with test pilots and 
aircraft designers. 

All of these people have 
strong opinions, and these 


thousands of roller-coaster 


opinions, along with my own 


experiences, are the basis for 
the following Top Ten Roller 
Coasters list. 

My criterion was rather 
clear-cut. It’s not the height, 
curves, or speed that make a 
great roller coaster. It’s how 
these hills, curves and drops 
are combined and paced. It’s 
the total ride. In general, 
wooden coasters are superior 
to metal coasters. Wood 
shapes to a curve better and 
has give. It is the main struc- 
ture of every coaster on this 
top-ten list. A metal coaster 
gives a tight ride and tends 
to bruise the rider with the 
abruptness of its transitions. 

Why do people ride roller 
coasters? A grandmother says 


OTHERS WANT TO TAKE YOU FOR A RIDE 


it's the only place in society 
where a person is allowed 
to scream his head off. Dr. 
Lawrence Balter, professor of 
psychology at New York Uni- 
versity, feels that riding a 
roller coaster is a “rebellion 
against parents who made us 
behave. . . . The ‘Look, ma, 
no hands!’ bit shows that 
you've left [their] sheltering 
arms.” But many coaster buffs 
scoff at this. They say that 
they first rode a roller coaster 
on a dare, were scared silly 
and became determined to lick 
their fear. 

How safe are roller coast- 
ers? The fears that cars will 
jump the track and that pas- 
sengers will be thrown out are 


unfounded, Cars cannot jump 
the track, because special un- 
dertrack wheels prevent them 
from flying upward and side- 
friction wheels keep them on 
course. Passengers cannot be 
thrown out, because an iron 
bar that is locked across the 
passenger's lap can be released 
only by an attendant, or by a 
special track device at the end 
of the ride. Almost all acci- 
dents are caused by passengers 
either standing or changing 
seats, Either by law or for in- 
surance reasons, roller coast- 
ers must be inspected every 
day—board by board. 

Feel safe? Then consider 
this: During a two-minute 
ride, your weight is stretched 
2.7 times the force of gravity. 
If you weigh 100 pounds, 
you'll go to 270 at the bottom 
of hills and through sharp 
curves—and that’s nothing 
compared with what's being 
done to your mind, 

Here then are the top ten 
roller coasters in reverse or- 
der: number ten first, numero 
uno last. 


TOP TEN ROLLER 
COASTERS 


10, COASTER AT DORNEY PARK, 
ALLENTOWN, PENNSYLVANIA 

Compared with the other 
coasters on this list, the Dor- 
ney Coaster is a dwarf among 
giants, But then, the others 
don't start by pitching you off 
a cliff into the parking lot or 
end by winding through the 
treetops and turning you in- 
side out. 

This cheerful-yellow roller 
coaster is full of subtleties and 
dirty tricks. The first drop is 
a connoisseur’s delight. You 
tower above 5000 cars in a 
parking lot one moment and 
sweep past their windshields 


saad the next. The Coaster then 


cranks into nasty turns that 
you can't anticipate because 
your view is blocked by stra- 
tegically placed trees, 

The Coaster was built in 
1923 by the Philadelphia To- 
boggan Company, the titan of 
roller-coaster manufacturers. 
The Philadelphia Toboggan 
Company is responsible for 


half of the coasters on this list. 


9. GIANT DIPPER, SANTA CRUZ, 
CALIFORNIA 

The Giant Dipper is the 
most sensuous of roller coast- 
ers. It may look innocent as 
it sprawls along the Santa 
Cruz beach, but it rides like 
the inside of a cement mixer. 

The Dipper is curves and 
more curves. It was built in 
1923, and that makes it one 
of the oldest coasters in the 
United States. (The oldest, 
the Dips, built in 1909 at West 
View Park in Pittsburgh, is 
a weathered and _ battered 


wreck.) The Giant Dipper is 
a demented merry-go-round— 
and not surprisingly so, as its 
| designer was the son of a 
in Who was a master car- 


Strategically placed trees hide the hills and curves of the 
Dorney Park Coaster, noted for its subtleties and dirty tricks, 


rousel designer, Charles Looff. 

Long ago, great roller coast- 
ers dotted the West Coast. 
Fabled twisters could be found 
in Santa Monica, Venice, 
Long Beach, Oakland, San 
Francisco, Spokane, Seattle. 
Now only two remain, and 
one—the ride at Belmont 


Park, San Diego—is in mortal 
danger of being junked. Al- 
though there’s talk of building 
higher, longer and faster coast 

ers in California, they will 
never equal the Giant Dipper. 


8. RACER (LA MONTANA RUSA) 
AT CHAPULTEPEC PARK, MEX- 
ICO CITY 

If the Giant Dipper is the 
most sensuous roller coaster, 
the Mexico City Racer is the 
most brutal. You require not 
only a lap bar and a seat belt 
but sunglasses, too, because 
each year the Racer is painted 
yet another garish color. 

Its name is accurate. Cars 
on parallel tracks race each 
other the length of the ride. At 
one point, they diverge, come 
together again and sprint for 
the finish line. 

For years, the Racer was the 
highest roller coaster in the 
world, after Poughkeepsie’s 
130-foot-tall Blue Streak (no- 
torious for the string of ac- 
cidents it caused) was closed. 
Now St. Louis’ Screamin’ Ea- 
gle equals the Racer in height 
(110 feet), so comparisons are 
always made between the two. 
But while the Screamin’ Eagle 
is a picnic drive in the park, 
the Racer is a jarring trip 
through the war zone. 

Another type of high adds 
to the Racer’s rep, Because 
Mexico City is a light-headed 
7350 feet above sea level, the 
Racer holds some sort of rec- 
ord for fainting riders. 

7, GIANT COASTER AT PARAGON 
PARK, NEAR BOSTON 

The Giant Coaster, the 
largest and most popular ride 
in New England, is a celebrity 
coaster. Cardin; Cushing 
used to say that he held on 
with one hand, and with the 


The 54-year-old Giant Dipper 


is a sensuous grandam from 


A tangle of lumber, the Mexico City Racer has the highest hill 
in captivity (110 feet) and holds the record for fainting riders. 


Screaming diagonal drops and whiplash curves make Boston's 
Giant Coaster an annual summer ritual of the Kennedy clan. 


other hand he held his ro- 
sary. The Kennedys rode it, as 
did Henry Cabot Lodge and 
Judy Garland, who once spent 
three hours on the ride and 
asked that it be kept open 
after closing for yet one more 
go-round. Fires have been the 
Giant Coaster’s nemesis. It 
was built in 1919 and rebuilt 
in 1937 and 1963. The 1963 
fire destroyed several tunnels 
and a steeply banked turn at 
the end of the ride, which 
some coaster buffs feel so 
weakened the total ride that it 
cannot be rated higher than 
a seven here. 


Others believe that from be- 
ginning to end, this is a great 
tide—the best the Philadelphia 
Toboggan Company ever con- 
structed. Its offbeat first drop 
is reminiscent of the legendary 
Palisades Park coaster (demol- 
ished in 1972). It's not a 
straight drop: The tracks veer 
diagonally to the right and 
plummet more than 90 feet to 
a mysterious spot behind the 
Tunnel of Love. The Giant 
Coaster then thunders between 
buildings, a funhouse, tele- 
phone poles, a miniature golf 
course—and who remembers 
details after that back curve? 


6. COMET AT CRYSTAL BEACH 
PARK, ONTARIO 

The Comet is a fine ride, 
but it had to replace a leg- 
end—the Crystal Beach Cy- 
clone. The Cyclone was 
perhaps the most fearsome 
coaster ever. Over 75,000 
people attended its opening. 
Before the last car had 
climbed over the top of the 
first hill, the front car had 
started to bank. Every turn 
was twisted viciously. People 
fainted. There was a nurse at 
the exit. The fences were 
crushed as the crowds gaped. 

Insurance, maintenance, the 
public’s reluctance to ride 
such a “devilish machine” led 


Crystal Beach to replace the 
Cyclone in 1946. John Allen 
was the new designer, and he 
built the longest roller coaster 
in the world at 4800 feet. 

But how do you follow 
Harry Traver’s Cyclone? It’s 
impossible. Pilgrims still seek 
remnants of the Cyclone used 
in the Comet’s structuring. 
This is a shame, for the Comet 
is a breath-taking ride and is 


the opposite of the Cyclone, 
which was all curves and few 
hills. The Comet is all hills 
and few curves, and its hills 
are steep. A drop of 104 feet 
and several of 70 make it a 
continual terror. Only the 
blessed lap bar saves you from 
Lake Erie. 

S. THE GREAT AMERICAN 


SCREAM MACHINE AT SIX 
FLAGS OVER GEORGIA, 
ATLANTA 


Has there ever been a bet- 
ter name for a roller coaster? 
John Allen, also the designer 
of this colossal (3800 feet 
long) beauty, is the man most 
responsible for the glassy- 
smooth riding style of the 
Seventies coasters. Some buffs 
have criticized him for mak- 


ing the rides too slick, and 


most agree that anything 
smoother than the Scream 
Machine is a flawed ride. All 
hills and few curves, with one 
heart-stopping 105-foot-drop, 
the Great American Scream 
Machine is, in my estimation, 
one of the most beautiful ar- 
chitectural structures in the 


The Comet has a first hill of 104 feet, which seems even 


higher because Lake Erie gleams an additional 20 feet below. 
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world. At night, when the 
lights are blinking and fire- 
works reflect in the lagoon, it 
surpasses Pinocchio’s Pleasure 
Island. 

The lagoon reflection exag- 
gerates the Scream Machine's 
nightmarish height, but the 
most frightening part of the 
ride is its finish. As you top 
what seems to be a minor hill, 
the roof of the exit tunnel al- 
most severs your head from 
your body, leaving you toying 
with your Adam’s apple at 
the unloading platform. 

Some coaster buffs may be 
stewing over these ratings, 
but on the top four, the argu- 
ments stop. These are the un- 
disputed champs. 


The Scream Machine is a 
beautiful nightmare of speed. 


BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 


The most famous roller 
coaster in the world cele- 
brated its golden anniversary 
on June 26, 1977. New York 
dignitaries joined in the fes- 
tivities by letting the Cyclone 
scare the pants off them, and 
the Gravesend Historical So- 
ciety of Long Island requested 
landmark status for it. It has 
frightened over 10,000,000 
riders, including everyone 
from Lucky Lindy to Al 
Capone. 

And yet, only two years 
ago, the ride was on its way 
to the bulldozers. At the last 
minute, Astroland stepped in 
and renovated the battered, 
Tusted coaster. In return, the 
Cyclone netted $125,000 on 
its opening weekend in 1975. 


But don’t think this is just 
a landmark ride; the Cyclone 
is an unholy terror! The first 
drop is about 80 feet, but it 
feels like 150, and the curves 
equal or better any ride in the 
world. Is it any wonder that 
the Cyclone has been used in 
efforts to cure coughs, smok- 
ing, stuttering, hiccups and 
even blindness? 

The proof of the ride’s un- 
mitigated violence is the array 
of objects that have been 
found below its tracks: wal- 
lets, wigs, earrings, false teeth, 
glasses, shoes—even a bra! 


The Coney Island Cyclone 
was used to cure hiccups 


3. MISTER TWISTER 
ELITCH’S GARDENS, DENVER 

Mister Twister is a giant 
cat’s cradle. Two roller coast- 
ers—the Wildcat and Mister 
Twister—weave and dart 
through each other to form 
the greatest labyrinth since the 
days of ancient Crete. 

The poor Wildcat is com- 
pletely overshadowed by Mis- 
ter Twister. Built in 1969, 
Mister Twister is another John 
Allen masterpiece. The chain 
lift to the top is so slow and 
long that it creates unbearable 
knots in your stomach. The 
first drop is straight down into 
a jungle of lumber. Some- 
where along the line you hold 
on for your life as you wrap 
around two huge 360-degree 
turns—the spirals from which 
Mister Twister derives its 
name. A few seconds later, 
you arrive at the most fiendish 
tunnel in creation. It is said 
that a tunnel’s purpose is to 
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add mystery, but more often 
the tunnel hides vicious twists 
in the tracks. 

True to form, Mister Twist- 
er’s tunnel cloaks a 180-degree 
curve that you can’t anticipate 
and that will leave you scared 
and battered. Just when you 
think it’s never going to end, 
you're blinded by daylight and 
returned to the unloading plat- 
form—teady to ride again! 

2, THUNDERBOLT AT KENNY- 


WOOD PARK, WEST MIFFLIN, 
PENNSYLVANIA 
The Thunderbolt is the 


most ingenious of roller coast- 
ers. The first hill of any coast- 
er is always the highest, right? 
A roller coaster is a gravity 
ride, after all, and that’s the 
way Einstein said it works in 
Evolution of Physics. Not the 
Thunderbolt. Its first hill is 40 
feet and the final hills are in 
the 80s and 90s. 

How does the Thunderbolt 
manage this? The Thunderbolt 
is a puzzler and many riders 
get off not knowing what hit 
them. The answer lies in a 
hidden valley and a chain lift 
halfway through the ride. The 
tricks start immediately. You 
are barely away from the load- 
ing platform when you are 
plunged into a valley hidden 
by fences and trees. After two 
perilous drops and a tunnel, 
the train is hauled uphill by 
the chain lift; it whoops 
around in a series of bruising 
turns so disorienting that the 
gaping valley to the right—or 
is it the left?—is forgotten. 
Without warning, the cars 
plunge into a valley 80 feet 
below. Next they roar up a 
hill and glide to a saner speed. 
Nice and quiet, right? Wrong. 


Mister Twister weaves in, over and around a giant cat's cradle 
that is one of the most serpentine labyrinths since ancientCrete. 


The Thunderbolt is a tricky 
tide that builds and builds. 


Vroom, you're dropped 90 in- 
credible, hair-raising feet be- 
fore returning home. 

Roller-coaster designers say 
that to build a good roller 
coaster, you need a degree in 
psychology; on timing alone, 
the Thunderbolt’s designer, 
Andy Vettel, must have gotten 
a degree in drama. Putting 80- 
and 90-foot hills at the end of 
a ride is a stroke of genius and 
one of the reasons the Thun- 
derbolt is so revered by 
coaster buffs. 


Here it is in all its sinister, wooden splendor, the meanest mother of thi 
Its hills are banked so treacherously that you may think the cars are curling under the tracks. 


1, TEXAS CYCLONE AT ASTRO- 
WORLD, HOUSTON, TEXAS 

The Texas Cyclone is the 
finest roller coaster in exist- 
ence, and will probably remain 
unchallenged until an amuse- 
ment park is built on Mars 
(Isaac Asimov has already de- 
signed one for the moon). No 
doubt, as an article in The 
Wall Street Journal once said, 
the rides of the future will be 
a matter of applying new tech- 
nology to old designs. The 
Texas Cyclone is a stellar ex- 
ample of this principle. 

In early 1975, the Coney 
Island Cyclone was ready to 
be junked. But fortunately 
(for New Yorkers) that plan 
didn't work. Then why not 
copy it? Thus, with the help 


of engineer Bill Cobb and with 
permission from the Cyclone’s 
new owners, Astroworld did 
just that. 

But the Texas Cyclone is 
not a duplicate of the Brook- 
lyn ride. It is a mirror image— 
that is, its curves go clockwise 
instead of counterclockwise. 
It’s also faster, steeper, high- 
er and longer! 

The first hill is 92 feet 
high and banked 53 degrees. 
You're certain the cars are 
curling under the tracks. 
Then comes a free-for-all 
of curves—big bad curves— 
blurred hills, speed, sky. One 
of the hardest curves is three 
seconds before the unloading 
platform! What a ride! 

—ROoBERT CARTMELL 


mail, the Texas Cyclone. 


The Texas Cyclone mirrors the 
great Coney Island Cyclone. 


lilustrations by Fred Nelson 
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COMEDY IS LIKE LOVEMAKING; 
YOU REMEMBER 


ONLY THE NIGHTS YOU BOMBED 
MEMOIR BY DAVID BRENNER 


Imagine that you are a professional comedian. You're 
onstage. The audience screams with laughter and interrupts 
you with thunderous applause. You are 12 fect tall! You 
feel as if you've dunked the winning basket with one 
second left on the clock! It’s a home run, a moon landing 
and an orgasm all rolled into one! 

It’s the following night. You're the same person, you're 
doing the same thing, but this time the audience is silent 
with boredom. Instead of applause you hear explosive 
insults. You've just blown every major championship sports 
event with a last-second, unbelievably stupid mistake! 

You have grown a wart! You ARE a wart! , 

During the seven years that I have been a professional 
comedian, I have been there—in both places. Luckily the 
bombs have been few and the last one was a long, long 
time ago. The good nights onstage seem to melt together. 
The bombs stand out like a foot growing out of the 
forehead. I’d like to share a few of those feet with you. 


HOW TO LAUGH YOURSELF LOONY 
The most difficult hurdle for a novice comedian is 
finding an audience—any audience. Even finding a free 


audience isn’t easy, but it’s necessary. When all is said 
and done, it boils down to this: the more experience, the 
better the performer. Period. 

Early on, I tried out my act at a state institution for the 
mentally disturbed. I’d been working on my act for six 
months, and at that point, it was either become a comedian 
or ask to be admitted. The audience of 400 or so sat in 
folding chairs, most of which faced the stage. A few 
individualists sat under their chairs, only some of whom 
were patients. All were ready to laugh or eat a turnip. 

A fellow comedian, Jimmy Martinez, preceded me. 
The routine he selected had unfailingly garnered 
uproarious laughter and applause every time he had 
performed it in various New York clubs and coffechouses. 
A sure-fire hit, I thought. This night it backfired. The 
theme of his routine was a mad scientist who invented 
marvelous things for the benefit of mankind. He'd invent 
the light bulb, for example, which he’d then hold to his 
ear while saying “Hello.” The last invention was the 
greatest one of all: A small, white pillow was held up and 
called a Chiclet, which the scientist then tried to swallow 
but smothered himself with instead, Throughout the entire 
routine, the audience stared in respectful silence—they 
understood every invention; everything made perfect sense. 
Thcy didn’t laugh once, but, at the end, they clapped 
wildly for this fantastic inventor. Jimmy bowed, staggered 
offstage and immediately applied for admission. 

Then I came on. I did a fast, one-line joke. The 
entire audience exploded with laughter. I relaxed, 
looking forward to a half hour of success. Another short 
joke, more laughter. I was home free. I continued: 

“When I was a little boy: ”’ They roared after the 
word boy. My comedy computer analyzed the reason as: 
a response to you not looking like you had ever been a 
little boy. Right! I continued. 

“My mother——” 

The house came down! Why are they laughing at my 
mother? The computer card read: Who knows? Perhaps 
they thought you said mothah. Hmmmmmm? I continued. 

“Used to——” 

Half the audience gave me a standing ovation. The other 
half doubled up with laughter. One patient stood up and 
yelled “Very good, but what about Buffalo Jell-O?” I fed 


all this information into the computer, which coughed, 
spit, threw sparks in the air, changed into a sneaker and 
ran offstage. I decided to tell a different joke. Even as a 
novice, I knew I couldn’t top the one I'd just told. 

“New York is——” 

The burst of laughter almost blew the roof off. The 
response was even bigger than for “used to’””! Soon everyone 
was applauding. Above the adulation, I heard someone 
yell “Mix a kosher hot dog in the Jell-O!” 

I continued my act for the full 30 minutes I had been 
asked to perform. To this day, I have never been received 
more warmly by an audience, nor haye I received such loud 
laughter or learned more ways of preparing Buffalo Jell-O. 


TAKE THE MONEY AND RUN, FAST 

When I was just starting out, I was secure only in 
certain clubs and with certain people. At that time, I hada 
total of 45 minutes of material, and it wasn’t varied 
enough for all places and all types of audiences. In general, 
Td classify that comedy material as hip, topical, contro- 
versial and youth-oriented. It was not the sort of material 
that usually goes over big at the resorts in the Pocono 
and Catskill mountains, where the audiences have been 
weaned and raised by comedians who specialize in 
telling a series of one-line jokes. 

Iknew my audience, but I also knew that I was broke 
and that the rent was due. My agent called to offer me a 
one-nighter in the Poconos. The money was excellent, but 
not enough for me to humiliate myself in front of an 
unfavorable audience. I turned down the job and was 
contemplating what next to pawn when my agent called me 
back and said: “The people in that resort are all young 
Jewish couples from New York City. You'll kill ’em.” 

Iselected one of my two shirts, slipped into my one pair 
of dress slacks, rented a car on my only charge card and 
drove to the Pocono Mountains to kill ’em. 

When J arrived at the resort hotel and pecked at the 
nearly 1000 people in the audience, I called my agent and 
said: “I don’t know if it’s the air up here, but in the 
twenty-four hours since we spoke, a whole bunch of 
people have aged, converted and moved to small towns!” 

Fifteen minutes later, I walked onstage and performed 
my best routines to that group of blue-haired, Supp-Hosed 
people—and they killed me. 


KILLING ME SOFTLY: THE INTRODUCTION 

A good introduction is nearly as important as the first 
couple of jokes that you tell onstage. This is especially true 
for a new comedian. I have selected a few introductions 
from my early days onstage that were invaluable for 
doing me in. 

1, THE COP-OUT: “We have with us here tonight a 
young comedian. I’ve never scen him before, but I hear he’s 
funny—at least, that’s what he told me (wait for your 
laugh). Anyway, don’t blame me if he stinks. Like I said, 

I never laid eyes on him before, and maybe I'll be glad if I 
neyer do again (wait for your laugh). And now, here’s . . .” 
(don’t wait for any more laughs—they won't come). 

2. THE COMEDIAN: “So the farmer painted it blue 
and cut it off (big laugh). Well, enough of my jokes. There’s 
a kid backstage who’s been waiting a half hour for me to 
stop killing you so he could try out some new jokes, which 
reminds me of the guy with the longest. . ..” 

3. THE MOOD SETTER: “As you all know, we are 
deeply grieved over the death of our treasurer, Bob 
Pootsdan, and his lovely wife, Ellen, who were killed in a 
small private plane three weeks ago tonight. At first we 
thought of postponing this function, but Bob and Ellen’s 
parents insisted that Bob and lovely Ellen, may their souls 
rest in peace, would have wanted it this way. Incidentally 
those lovely parents and Bob and Ellen’s four lovely 
children are seated at the table right in front of me and I’m 
sure they'd like to meet each and every one of you, but 
first the comedy of... .” 

4, THE HANG IN THERE: “I know you're all tired 
from listening to so many speeches and from eating and 
drinking so much, and you're anxious to get home before 
the storm gets worse, but before you go, there’s a young 
kid here who wants to tell you a few jokes. It won’t take 
long, so let’s welcome. . . .” 

5. THE MISTAKE: “And now, ladies and gentlemen, 
the great singing talents of David Brenner!” 


THE MOST MEMORABLE 

Icould go on and on about my past performances, but 
the most memorable was the first time I ever walked on a 
stage in front of an audience. It was the night of June 9, 
1969, in a little club on West 44th Street in Manhattan. 
You had to be there—and if you were, thank you. 


Nobody promised you a rose 
garden, Jack, Survival is 
tough. Survival is dirty. Lucky 
for you, survival also looks 
good. Just consider our 
crash survivors. Is this not a 
great-looking gang? Un- 
fortunately two crew members 
didn’t make it. They're still 
inside the plane, ripped up 
something terrible. In fact, the 
crew has stopped talking 
about mutiny and turned to 
thoughts of stew. Sor: 
but this is real life, kid. This 
is survival. Take the guy at the 
extreme left, the one in the 
Pierre Cardin flannel pants 
and the Cardin down 
jacket: He’s a college gradu- 
ate; more to the point, he’s 
a hungry college graduate, 
His seated friend in the Cardin 
down jacket and i 
duroy pants is a ste 
potatoes man, but today he is 
willing to forgo the potatoes. 
The guy with the 
the pilot: Know what he has 
in the pocket of his ski 
parka? MSG. Now that’s 
forethought (too bad about the 
map snafu). He bought hi: 
jacket, down vest, khaki pants, 
goggles and hat from Unique 
Clothing Warehouse, an Army- 
Navy store in New York 
City. In fact, all the goggles, 
hats and scarves in the picture 
are from Unique Clothing 
(with some effort, you can find 
these same Government- 
issue clothes at your local 
Army-Navy store). The girl on 
the right also wears Unique 
Clothing clothing. The girl on 
the left is in a Fiorucci 
jump suit. Both ladies are 
registered nurses dedicated 
to that noblest of pursuits, t 
saving of lives. Today, 
however, they’re not feeling 
so noble. They're feeling 
ravenous. Dinner’s at eight. 
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On the previous page, we 
considered a central problem 
of survival—food. On this 
page, we consider another— 
boredom. It’s a genuine 

killer. One way to resist bore- 
dom is by traveling 
constantly. In fact, the survival 
of mankind used to depend on 
constant travel, as a migrant 


humanity followed the sun 
and wild-crop harvests. 
That was before we learned 


how to farm down in one place. 


But today, life on the farm 

bores the bejesus out of 

a lot of us. “If I don’t get 
I’m gonna 


get outta this town, I hope 
Ido die!” You see the prob- 
lem. So does the girl in the 
silver Gist jacket at top 

left. She’s repeating the 
Davis quote to her survival 
partner in the Barney 
Sampson canvas jacket. The 
couple at bottom left, in Davi 
Leong jump suits of 


heavy parachute nylon, have 
ved their marriage by 

jetting around to global trouble 

spots. Our wet friends in the 

next photo have survived snake 

bite, giant ants and a jour- 

nalistic encounter with 

Idi Amin, he in his Unique 

Clothing vest and pants and 

she in a Fiorucci cover-up. The 


people in the photo above 
solve the problem of 

ennui by terrorizing airports. 
They put their lives on the 

line (and other people’s, too) 
for a variety of reasons, 

all of which are rather trans- 
parent masks for their real 
gripe: life’s inertia. 

Which is why they firebomb 


airports, harbors, terminals— 
the symbols of travel. All 
clothing is from Unique 
Clothing. The man in 

the hooded cap at left wears an 
Army shirt and khaki 

pants buttoned at the cuff. 

The man in the mask 

wears paratrooper pants 

and is into doublethink—a 


party mask over a plast 
paratrooper face mask and a 
shirt over a shirt (this last, 
high-terrorist chic). The 

next girl wears khaki shorts, 
a sailor’s belt, Army shirt, 
canvas hood and goggles. 

The topless girl is in a para- 
trooper jump suit; last 

man: aviator jump suit. 


Ah, wilderness. How it calls 

to us. But, alas, though the 
spirit is willing, the flesh 

is often less than amused. The 
body is perishable, It must 

be kept warm. This is our 

major survival problem. 

It has many solutions, but, 

as the picture opposite attests, 
rubbing sticks together is not 
exactly the majority po: 

The majority positions are 

one and two of the Kama 
Sutra, again as our picture 
attests. Fact: During sex, the 
body temperature goes from 
98.6° to ecstasy; that’s a whole 
lot of calories. We see a band 
of calorie-conscious explorers 
who prove that survival 

need not be an uphill 

climb. Though they are far 
from the madding crowd, they 
have not shed the niceties 

of civilization. Someone has 
brought the cognac (that'll 
keep you warm, bunkie), 
someone has brought the 
sable blankets (ditto) and 
someone has brought the girl 
in the see-through poncho 
(ditto, ditto, ditto)! 

Atleft, the girl wears her 
see-through poncho with silver 
is and sandals, all from 
Fiorucci. Her well-lit compan- 

ion (who's had a head start 

on the cognac) wears pants 

and a quilted down vest, 

both by David Leong, ai 

rubberized shoes and a 
weater, both by Pierre Cardin. 

The next couple are arguing 

the heating merits of 

nylon versus duck’s down. 

Conclusion: They’re down on 

down. He’s in gold nylon 
pants by David Leong, 

a Barney Sampson turtle- 
neck and Roots boots. She’s 

in a nylon tennis set and 

sandals, both from Fiorucci. 

Our lone man tends 

the fire in gold vest and 

pants by David Leong 

and Roots boots. 
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ARTICLE BY SID BLUMENTHAL 

The Ivy League has a hallowed tradition of sex 
scandals. Twenty years ago, during the late Fifties, 
several Yalies were discovered lined up on the 
street outside the apartment of a 15-year-old New 
Haven girl, each man patiently waiting his turn 

to satisfy his carnal desires. Some of these students 
were later expelled in what came to be known 

as the Suzy scandal. They were guilty of the worst 
possible lvy offense: getting caught. Getting caught 
spells the difference between a scandal and 


scandalous behavior. The latter is performed in 
private and is perfectly acceptable. But scandal is 
serious business. During the Sixties, the parietal 
code at Harvard reflected the university's strong 
Protestant heritage. Women were allowed in=men's 
rooms in the daytime, but not after six p.m. Sex in the 
afternoon was therefore possible; the-sun 

served as a disinfectant. Only students who called 
attention to themselves were ever punished for 

their sexual indiscretions, as in the case of the 
Harvard student who persuaded his girlfriend 


THE HARVARD-RADCLIFFE PROSTITUTION RING Despite Emily’s bland demeanor within the con- 
fines of Radcliffe, her offcampus activities resulted in her arrest by Boston’s vice squad. 


to join him in the shower. As the couple's 
ardor heightened under the nozzle, they 
lost track of the time and of the water 
overflowing onto the floor. Two janitors 
on the floor below noticed a stream of 
water running down the stairs and min- 
utes later discovered the showermates 
flagrante delicto. When presented with 
the evidence, the university disciplinari- 
ans had no choice but to suspend the 
students. 

After Harvard and Radcliffe houses 
became coed in the early Seventies, the 
parietal code was suspended and it be- 
came almost impossible to stage a scan- 
dal, The thrill of breaking the rules was 
gone, sex was no longer proscribed and 
Cliffies shed the last vestige of the 
double standard. What was formerly 
considered outrageous behavior became 
commonplace. The sex scandal, like anti- 
war demonstrations and Weejuns, was a 
thing of the past. Or was it? 

A venerable Harvard slogan goes as 
follows: “When better women are made, 
Harvard men will make them.” A Sev- 
enties addition might read: “Or pimp for 
them.” Consider a student we'll call 
Emily, an archetypal college coed, at 
least at first glance: wide smile, ultra- 
bright teeth and long, blond-brown hair. 
A sister Radcliffe student described the 
art-history major from Texas as “not 
looking in any way distinctive—she has 
a typical college student’s exterior.” De- 
spite Emily's bland demeanor within the 
confines of Radcliffe, her offcampus 
activities resulted in her arrest by Bos- 
ton’s vice squad. The charge: soliciting 
sex in the Combat Zone, a strip of top- 
less bars, pornography shops, streetwalk- 
ers and cruising pimps. 

Emily didn’t tell the cops much when 
they collared her near Blood Alley, the 
exclusive turf of the prostitute gangs 
who prefer mugging a john to performing 
sex with him. No, Emily started talking 
only when one of her self-styled pimps 
threatened to rearrange her face. Emily 
responded by going to the Cambridge 
police and fingering Julian Fredie, a 
Harvard janitor, and Ben Overton, a 
Harvard student. She also implicated 
a girl we'll call Ann, a Harvard summer- 
school coed who admitted to turning a 
few tricks for Fredie. 

Overton was not an average Harvard 
student, nor even an average Harvard 
black. He was married and had a child, 
for one thing. And he came to Harvard 
from South Philadelphia. Until recently, 
most of Harvard's black students came 
from that stratum of society known as 
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the black bourgeoisie. When the civil- 
tights movement challenged Harvard's 
liberal credentials in the Sixties, the uni- 
versity’s recruiters responded by comb- 
ing the Deep South for promising 
applicants; the Deep South did not mean 
South Philly, The Northern inner-city 
youths were the last black wave to hit 
the Ivy campus, and they were perhaps 
more culturally disaffected than their 
Southern brothers. The more elite the 
college, it seems, the greater the ex- 
pected transformation, and, struggling 
under the burden, the city blacks went 
on the defensive. 

Overton’s academic record was spotty 
despite his stated intention to become 
a doctor, and he was expelled from at 
least one psychology seminar because he 
never bothered to attend. He was com- 
fortable, though, wandering the narrow, 
cobbled Cambridge streets, staking out 
the small community. It didn’t take him 
long to find out that his disadvantaged 
background had a certain social cachet. 

One evening in the Lehman Hall cafe- 
teria, Overton joined a group of Radcliffe 
students in a frank discussion of male 
sexual prowess. His manner, according 
to a participant in the conversation, was 
keyed to the sole white woman at the 
table: For her benefit, he was aggressive 
and sullen, a subtly intimidating pose. 
The black women debated the merits of 
dating white men and then digressed 
into a discussion of what made a 
man a good lover. Overton opined that 
he could make any woman come. “It's 
a matter of knowing what to do,” said 
the expert, who then detailed his tech- 
niques for oral sex. 

The black women joked and bantered, 
but Overton’s reputation apparently 
matched his boasts. He was known in 
these circles as a good lover: “Very 
persuasive,” said one woman, who 
should know. “At school, a lot of guys 
are insecure,” she explained. “Ben is 
not afraid of women.” 

Overton recounted funky episodes 
from his boyhood as confirmation of his 
virility. As the women picked at their 
pudding desserts, he told them he had 
managed his first sexual conquest when 
he was 12 years old. Hookers lived up- 
stairs, he claimed, and he ran errands 
for them as they waited on customers. 
In exchange for these prosaic chores, 
the prostitutes initiated him into the 
colorful street life of South Philly. 

“He was real,” said another student 
who knew him, adding, “Many blacks 
at Harvard come from well-to-do fam- 
ilies.” In Philly, Overton had merely 


been the errand boy. Pimps there were 
heavy dudes, and Overton couldn’t com- 
pete in their hustle; he didn’t have the 
flashy, dangerous prerequisites for the 
job, Harvard, however, was something 
else. Authenticity was flash enough; it 
made for a convincing rap. To the Philly 
whores he was a gofer, but in the Ivy 
League he was Superfly. 

Overton hung out with a small group 
of students who believed that anytime 
is partytime and partytime is anytime. 
Their activities did not center on a 
single campus but spilled across colle- 
giate borders, bringing revelers in from 
other area colleges and even some high 
schools. The party activists majored in 
dancing and minored in drink and dope. 
As far as they were concerned, the mes- 
sage was in the music, 

One day, while roaming through the 
chic boutiques of Harvard Square, 
Overton decided to experiment with a 
role he had long studied. He approached 
Ann, an unwary 20-year-old Harvard 
summer-school student from California, 
and politely introduced himself as a 
Harvard Law School professor. He 
asked her where the chamber-music con- 
certs were held—a come-on that estab- 
lished his credentials. 

Ann, the granddaughter of mission- 
aries, fell head over heels for Ben, the 
child of the ghetto. After a few weeks 
of gentle romance, Overton told his 
infatuated girlfriend the sorry news 
that he had suddenly lost his law-school 
job. Ann took him at his word, He 
pleaded sudden poverty, a condition 
that could be alleviated through her 
efforts. All she had to do was entice 
men into paying $50 for pleasurable 
acts. She would get $20 and her unem- 
ployed professor would keep $30, a 
split to which she amiably agreed. “I'm 
a good Christian,” she later told The 
Boston Herald, “1 don’t believe in dat- 
ing married men; I didn’t like being a 
prostitute. But I needed the money.” 

Ann’s religious devotion didn’t pro- 
tect her from the hazards of the trade. 
She contracted a venereal disease from 
one of her johns. Her student status 
came in handy: The Harvard Commu- 
nity Health Center treated the malady 
without asking any questions. Ann was 
soon back on the job, prowling local- 
hotel bars and the Combat Zone. Over- 
ton drilled her in the routine she was 
to follow. “When a man approached 
me, I was to say, ‘Fifty dollars for thirty 
minutes,’ Ann recalls. “If he agreed, 
we went either to a hotel, where a reser- 
vation had (Continued on page 116) 
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Domputers are tools!” Helen 
is forever telling the smug 
people who put her down for 
working at a computer- 
dating center, “Powerful, com- 
plex tools. Would you hate 
wrenches? Would you lead a 

Je against screwdriv- 

2 Aren't you silly.” Helen 
knows that computers are 
tools because they once mend- 
ed a broken heart. Hers. 
They have since connected 
her with several gentlemen 


who have worked like Krazy 


Glue on that savaged organ. 
In fact, Helen has become 
such a booster for electronic 
matchmakers that on job 
applications where most girls 
write in, as job preference, 
“Anything, as long as I can 
work with people,” Helen 
writes in “Anything, as long 
as I can work with comput- 
ers.” This is how she was 
referred to the computer- 
dating center where she now 
pulls the early a.M. shift. 
Helen loves being in the shiny 
office alone, overseeing the 

rk of colored wires 

ps, feeding in the 

al statistics, cross- 
pollinating programs. She 
fancies herself a handmaiden 
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A OUI ROUND TABLE 


THE NEW 


RACISM 


Julian Bond, Eleanor Holmes Norton, 
Richard Hatcher, Jesse Jackson and Dick Gregory discuss the 
busing fiasco, the Carter charade and other 
late-Seventies contributions to America’s continuing uncivil war 


In the past decade, Americans have been lulled into the belief 
that racism is dead. OUI tested this attitude on a panel of 
black thinkers—Julian Bond, the Reverend Jesse Jackson, 
Dick Gregory, Mayor Richard Hatcher and Eleanor Holmes 
Norton—and their reactions were startling. 

It was the group's consensus that racism merely went under- 
ground during the early Seventies, took subtler forms and 
now has emerged under different masks—‘law-and-order” 
campaigns, for instance. With an overwhelming increase in 
black income, and black college enrollment up 250 percent, 
blacks are often perceived now as fierce economic competitors 
by certain whites who regard quota systems, open college en- 
rollment and busing as infringements on their supposed 
prerogatives. 

Thus, the inequities remain. We wanted to know why, so 
we had free-lancer Peter Manso chair a panel of experts: 

Julian Bond, the Georgia Senator nominated for Vice- 
President in 1968. An organizer of the Student Nonviolent 


Coordinating Committee and a pioneer in the fight against 
racism, Bond recently helped organize a successful defense for 
Joan Little, the black woman who murdered her white jailer. 

© The Reverend Jesse Jackson, perhaps the most outspoken 
of Dr. Martin Luther King’s protégés. After King’s death, 
Jackson created many economic-rehabilitation programs. 

© Dick Gregory, comedian and social commentator. His re- 
cent book, “Code Name ‘Zorro,’” co-authored with Mark Lane, 
is an exposé of the King assassination, which Gregory claims 
involved an FBI conspiracy. 

© Richard Hatcher, mayor of Gary, Indiana. Hatcher chose 
to resign from his post as Assistant U.S. Attorney and buck 
the Gary machine in a mayoralty runoff that would eventually 
necessitate calling out the National Guard. 

© Eleanor Holmes Norton, the eloqueni chairperson of the 
Equal Employment Opportunity Commission. Norton has 
served as New York's Commissioner of Human Rights and as 
the assistant legal director of the National A.C.L.U. 


oul: Most people tend to as- 
sume that the status of black 
people has improved in the 
past decade. Do you share this 
assessment? 

BOND: The situation is exactly 
the same as it was ten or 15 
years ago. You could even ar- 
gue that things have gotten 
worse—economically and po- 
litically. The Nixon and Ford 
Administrations didn’t help. 
JACKSON: I think the issue of 
racism has come into sharper 
focus. White people now re- 
alize that if they keep us in 
the ditch, then they’ve got to 
stay in the ditch with us. Car- 
ter, for example, could not 
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have won without black sup- 
port. Whites no longer beat us 
for sitting in a restaurant, or 
lock us out of motels or public 
swimming pools. But the color 
line remains. The possibility, 
for instance, of blacks winning 
office where the majority con- 
stituency is white is very slim. 
HATCHER: We face a more 
sophisticated and insidious va- 
Tiety of racism today. Finan- 
cial institutions, for instance, 


will advertise themselves as 
equal-opportunity employers 
and may, indeed, have some 
show blacks up front; yet, 
they won't provide business 
loans or mortgages to inner- 
city blacks. People moving out 
of Northern cities are insulted 
when you suggest that their 
exodus is racially motivated. 
“No,” they say, “I left because 
of the crime problem,” or 
“The schools here just simply 


dackson: 
“South Boston was a classic case. 
It came down to a fight over turf.” 


are not good enough anymore.” 
oul: Why is it that the South 
appears to have solved its ra- 
cial dilemma more efficiently 
than the North? 

NORTON: Because the South 
has already begun to face its 
guilt. After white Southerners 
emerged from Reconstruction 
as victims—in many cases as 
penniless victims—they had 
the potential to identify with 
blacks in a deep, visceral way. 
Then Martin Luther King 
came along and put the black 
situation into a language—re- 
ligious rhetoric—that whites 
could understand. When he 
cited blacks as victims and 
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whites as victimizers, the re- 
sult was cathartic. In a certain 
sense, King liberated Southern 
whites almost as much as he 
did blacks. The North, on the 
other hand, never had to deal 
with large’ numbers of blacks 
until recently, so there was no 
reason for Northerners to re- 
examine their past. 

HATCHER: I disagree. Griffin 
Bell is a perfect example of 
the fact that the South has not 
solved its racial problem. Bell 
is the country’s number-one 
lawman, the Attorney General 
of the United States, yet he is 
a Southerner and a Carter ap- 
pointee who belonged to seg- 
regated clubs in Atlanta, 
BOND: As far as tate is con- 
cerned, Atlanta and New 
York are precisely the same 
city. For years, enlightened 
Southerners have been saying 
that the South has to take the 
lead in coming to grips with 
racism, but what they've done 
is remove all the barriers that 
made us different from the 
North. Northerners may be 
ruder than Southerners, who 
certainly like to pretend that 
they have better manners, but 
the differences are finally 
pretty slim. It’s true that white 
and black Southerners share 
a common religion, but so 
what? The churches always 
have been separate but equal. 
You can grow up surrounded 
by blacks but in the end some- 
one like Jimmy Carter is still 
the white boy and his play- 


mate still the black boy. 
The barriers remain. 
NORTON: It’s not that simple. 


In Carter’s case, here’s a man 
whose father was a racist and 
whose mother was a human- 
itarian; he had to absorb both 
strains of thinking, negotiate, 
consider and analyze them in 
a way that the average white 
Northerner just never had to 
experience. Northerners, un- 
like Southerners, deny any 
complicity in the poor state of 
black people in this country. 
Instead they'll object quite 
stridently to infringements up- 
on their prerogatives, as with 
busing. In effect, they wash 
their hands of the problem, 
while a Jimmy Carter, quite 
obviously, has been unable to 
do this. 

BOND: Yet after Roots was 
televised, many of my col- 
leagues in the Georgia legisla- 
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Hatcher: 
“When you consider the extent 
of black poverty, 
the malnutrition, it’s surprising 
that the black 
crime rate isn’t higher.” 


ture went around making 
jokes that, in effect, denied 
that the crimes of slavery had 


ever happened. One guy went 
so far as to mention that the 
scene in which Kizzy spits into 
the water cup made him afraid 
that the next time he went to 
a restaurant, some k em- 
ployee would foul his food. 
And this is exactly the way 
Southerners reacted back in 
1964 when civil-rights activ- 
ists Chaney, Schwerner and 
Goodman were dug up from 
the Mississippi levee. South- 
erners flatly denied their own 
complicity and guilt. 

NORTON: Still, far and away 
the most violent reactions to 
school integration have been 
in Boston and Michigan. 
JACKSON: South Boston was 
a classic case. There white 
ethnics who couldn't escape to 


the suburbs saw 
economic competitor: 
down to a fight over turf, pure 
and simple. And this atti- 
tude exists in the South, too. 
The chance of a black being 
elected governor of Georgia, 
despite the Carter charade, is 
not very great. Until a year 
and a half ago, Julian Bond 
was more widely recognized in 
Georgia than Jimmy Carter-— 
he was the secretary of SNCC, 
was prominent as an anti- 
Vietnam War protester and 
was locked out of the legisla- 
ture; finally he was even nom- 
inated for Vice-President. Yet, 
when all was said and done, 
there was that little something 
about his skin color that left 
him unequal to the possibil- 
ities of Carter. 

GREGORY: Yeah, but it’s got 
to be recognized that more’s 


happened in the past 15 years 
than in the past 5000. Ten 
years ago Martin was being 
called a Communist for 
preaching civil rights, and now 
Carter’s getting hell from the 
Russians for talking about hu- 
man rights, There has been a 
real mental change. The old 
lies just don’t work any more. 
Take the notion that black 
men are born with testicles 
hanging down to their knees: 
Well, once the toilets got in- 
tegrated, man, I’m in there 
checking out the white dudes: 
on either side, and right away 
that bullshit was shot to hell. 
So I’m learning. I’m also 
learning not to send my kids 
to college just to be accepted, 
because college is no guaran- 
tee. Not too long ago, I go! 
call from a black guy crying 
to me to help him because 
he’s ready to commit suicide. 
Turns out he made straight 
A’s through med school and 
now he can’t find a place to 
intern, So I asked him, “What 
did you major in?” “Gynecol- 
ogy,” he tells me. All I could 
do wi sk why he hadn't 
realized that white folks just 
ain’t ready for a nigger peep- 
ing up their old lady’s booty. 
The sad fact is that the bl 
who went to college and are 
supposedly making it are the 
ones using the most drugs, 
the most alcohol and have the 
highest suicide rate. 

BonD: No matter how suc- 
cessful blacks are allowed to 
be, the old frustrations re- 
main, The dollar gap between 
white and black America 
hasn’t decreased—it has ac- 
celerated dramatically. Al- 
though I, at age 37, am 
measurably better off than my 
father, my life is not compa- 
rable to that of the average 37- 
year-old white man. The white 
man’s lot has improved at a 
far greater pace than the black 
man’s. Take infant-mortality 
figures, for example: White- 
infant deaths have decreased 
dramatically, while black in- 
fants continue to die more or 
less they always have. 
Blacks die on an average of 
seven years sooner than 
whites. 

GREGORY: We have black 
folks in this country who are 
millionaires and they still 
can’t walk into a hospital. We 
can’t buy rights, and a lot of 
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blacks who think they can are 
in for a big surprise. 

NORTON: Our economic im- 
provement has also tended to 
backfire. Once equal oppor- 
tunity was legislated, a certain 
class of blacks fled the South- 
em rural society for the 
Northern industrial _ society 
and now are without the 
wherewithal to make it there. 
They've had no training; 
school doesn’t work for them; 
and so they find themselves 
on the street, or in jail, or 
shooting dope. 

oul: Then the gains of the 
Johnson years have actually 
made matters worse. 

NORTON: In a manner of 
speaking, yes. Criminal blacks 
have frightened whites totally. 
White Northerners, for in- 
stance, are perfectly willing to 
make an intellectual distinc- 
tion between lower-class blacks 
whom they often regard a 
pathological and middle-class 
blacks whom they recognize 
as 
their own valu 
tect themselves against the so- 
called pathological _ black: 
they will evoke color and de- 
nounce the whole race. This 
is what has started up the new 
racism. 

oul: During the New York 
black-out last July, there was 
wholesale looting undertaken 
almost exclusively by blacks 
and Latinos. Don't you feel 
that such behavior, coupled 
with the rise in black urban 
crime, turns off liberals and 
even makes racism seem to be 
a reasonable position? 
HATCHER: You have to look 
at it from the black side, For 
years, young black people 
have endured an unemploy- 
ment rate of 40 to 50 percent. 
So why, they ask, should they 
respect this society or its sys- 
tem of justice? When you con- 
sider the extent of black 
poverty—I mean the perva- 
siveness of poverty, mal- 
ion and the rest—it’s 
ising that the black crime 
rate isn’t higher. 

GREGORY: In a typical year, 
something like 98 percent of 
black murder victims in Amer- 
ica are murdered by brothers. 
The reason? We hate the same 
thing white folks hate: nig- 
gers, We aren't aware of it, 
but deep down we want to be 
white, and this is where the 
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“A black kid 
sees four kinds of white people — 
his teacher, social worker, 
shopkeeper and probation officer — 
and three of these are Jewish.” 


problem gets heavy. I'm grow- 
ing up and I don’t ever see 
white babies except in ads and 
pictures, and none of them are 
dirty. The kids I do see are 
little black kids shitting in 
their diapers and screaming. 
Then I go off to college; I've 
never been around white kids, 
so I don’t know they’re dumb, 
too—since before this they 
only showed me the mayor, 
the police chief, the President, 
Rock Hudson: 
BonD: And the bill collector! 
GREGORY: And the bill collec- 
tor. Then one day I'm in class 
and I check out this white cat 
next to me. He's cheating, 
see, so what do I do? I watch 
him for six months, and all the 
time I think he’s trying to suck 
me in so they'll throw me out. 
Shit, it took me the whole 
fucking semester to realize 


that this was just one dumb 
white boy, 

OUI: Still, black crime has only 
resuscitated the worst black 
stereotypes. In fact, some of 
the most reactionary voices 
are those of the black middle 
class. 

BOND: Yes, and it’s frighten- 
ing as hell. It began with the 
rejection of McGovern. Nixon 
doubled his black vote when 
a lot of black middle-aged 
professionals began saying, 
“McGovern’s crazy. He wants. 
to give money away.” What 
you're saying is absolutely 
true, but the only way to stop 
crime is to have a fully em- 
ployed society. As for liberals, 
who have withdrawn their 
support because of the black 
crime rate, such people may 
consider themselves liberals, 
but they are actually roman- 


tics, and romantics who have 
fallen out of love. They loved 
something far away from 
them, and then they discov- 
ered it lived around the corner 
and that was terrifying. 

oul: Despite the killings of 
Malcolm X and Martin Luther 
King, the black explosion pre- 
dicted by James Baldwin in 
The Fire Next Time never 
materialized, 

JACKSON: But the Los An- 
geles riots were that fire—the 
burning of Newark and De- 
troit, too. After those fires, 
following the killing of Dr. 
King, “Burn, baby, burn” be- 
came “Build, baby, build.’ 
When we marched in Selma 
in 1965, there were no black 
mayors; today there are 150, 
We used to have 400 elected 
and appointed officials. who 
were black; today there are 
4000, including 16 members 
of Congress, one U.S. Sen- 
ator and two state lieutenant 
governors, We've gone from 
having fewer than 2,000,000 
registered black voters when 
we elected John Kennedy in 
1960 to having more than 
9,000,000 when we elected 
Jimmy Carter in 1976; and 
when one considers Kenne- 
dy’s margin over Nixon, or 
Carter's over Ford, our 
9,000,000 isn’t insignificant. 
The hands that once picked 
cotton now pick the President. 
NORTON: Carter recognized the 
importance of the black vote, 
much to his credit, and he did 
it in a way that had never oc- 
curred to any of the tradition- 
al liberal politicians. For 
instane a measure of just 
how far we've come is that in 
1977 the issue among blacks 
s would be 
Cabinet—something 


in 
that hardly crossed our minds 
ten years ago when our pos- 
ture was the protest move- 
ment. Carter realized that the 
President had to be responsive 


to blacks as no President be- 
fore had been, because we 
now control a whole lot of 
cities—many of which are the 
fulerum of the American in- 
dustrial empire. 

HATCHER: Yet it's hard to 
think of any prominent black 
leader who isn’t under some 
kind of criminal investigation. 
As Jesse puts it, “It’s not jus- 
tice they're after—it’s just us.” 
The FBI, the IRS and_ the 
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Justice Department have all 
made systematic attempts to 
destroy black leaders, I’ve 
been under surveillance for 
four years now, almost from 
the day I took office. The 
more I speak out at the Con- 
ference of Mayors, say, or 
the National League of Cities, 
the worse it becomes. The 
phone taps. The FBI crawling 
all over the place, subpoenaing 
records and then disappearing. 
Last year a Gary official was 
indicted for allegedly forcing 
city employees to buy tickets 
to the Miss Black America 
Pageant; yet, there isn’t a city 
administration in the country 
that doesn’t solicit for the 
United Way—an all-white op- 
eration. Something other than 
“justice” has to be involved in 
cases like this. 

BOND: Black politicians have 
always been vulnerable to 
charges of mishandling mon- 
ey—it’s one of the stereo- 
types, akin to the black rapist. 
I once ran into the head of 
security for American  Air- 
lines, and he said, “Mr. Bond, 
I'm a great follower of yours.” 
I said, “Oh, I’m flattered.” He 
replied, “No, I mean I used 
to follow you.” The guy used 
to be with Army intelligence. 
I was astounded. I'd seen my 
FBI and CIA files, but I hadn’t 
realized that the surveillance 
had been so pervasive, or that 
the agents took it quite so 
casually. 

HATCHER: There’s no doubt 
that the IRS _ investigations 
were stepped up under Ford. 
Toward the end of the Six- 
ties, we were electing black 
mayors all over the place and, 
while it may be paranoia on 
my part, I think somebody de- 
cided that this couldn't be 
permitted, The fear was that 
we'd be running every city— 
controlling billions of dollars, 
contracts, resources, and so 
on. So there ensued a sys- 
tematic program of cutting 
down black leadership. 
JACKSON: There’s no question 
that Federal agencies resort to 
character assassination almost 
as a matter of policy, and it’s 
usually effective. When char- 
acter assassination fails, they 
go to physical assassination. 
oul: Do you feel the assassina- 
tion of Dr. King involved a 
Government cofispiracy? 
JACKSON: I have no doubt 
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Gregory: 
“Ninety-eight percent of 
black murder victims are murdered 
by brothers. The reason? We 
hate the same thing white folks hate: 

niggers.” 


about it whatsoever. For one 
thing, James Earl Ray couldn't 
have gotten from Memphis to 
London on his own. 

GREGORY: When Ray escaped 
from the Missouri State Pen- 
itentiary, the FBI sent out the 
wrong fingerprints. The direc- 
tor of the department of cor- 
rections was a guy by the 
name of Wilkinson who had 
supervised the exchange in 
Germany of U-2 pilot Gary 
Powers for a Soviet spy. The 
CIA claims that Wilkinson 
wasn’t working for them, but 
who else would he have been 
with? Also, King was in Mem- 
phis to prove that he could run 
a peaceful demonstration, be- 
cause three months later he 
was planning to lead thou- 
sands of poor folks to Wash- 
ington and was going to need 
Government permits. Well, a 
riot broke out in Memphis, 
but it wasn’t caused by juve- 
nile-gang cats, as everyone 
thought at the time. It was ac- 
tually started by agents provo- 
cateurs; we know this, thanks 
to the Freedom of Informa- 
tion Act. It was also the FBI 
that dropped the story to the 
press that the great black lead- 
er wasn’t spending his money 
with black folks; as a result, 
King moved from the Holiday 
Inn over to the black-owned 
Lorraine Hotel, where most of 
his police guard was removed 
and where he was later shot. 
The police commissioner in 
Memphis had been in the job 
only four months, and before 
then, he'd been in the FBI for 
25 years—eight of them work- 
ing in Hoover's office. It goes 
on and on, and there’s no 
question in my mind that the 
assassination was to be a trig- 
ger that would bring down 
black violence; this, in turn, 
would enable the FBI to set 
up a dictatorship—not an in- 
humane one, mind you—just 
till further notice. 

oul: Is it true that Dr. King 


died in your arms, Jesse? 
JACKSON: I was on the balcony 
below him when it happened. 
We were talking back and 
forth about going to dinner, 
and he was telling a musician 
to play Precious Lord for him 
later that night. Then, just as 
he started walking away, I 
said, “Doc?” He said, “Yes, 
Jesse?” and then the bullet ex- 
ploded in his jaw. We all 
dashed upstairs and he was ly- 
ing there, and I remember 
someone saying “Get low,” 
because we thought the gun- 
man was after us all. The im- 
pression I get from the 
coroner's report is that Martin 
was dead almost the instant he 
was shot, Dr. Abernathy said 
Martin was talking, but I as- 
sume he meant that they were 
communicating spiritually. All 
of us were saying, “Doc, don’t 
worry. Everything’s gonna be 
all right.” After calling Mrs. 
King in Atlanta, I went back 
out on the balcony; the word 
had already gotten out—sirens 
wailing, fires everywhere, 
things getting real Violent. 
I got out of there. 

oul: How do you feel the as- 
sassination of King affected 
the status of racism? 

JACKSON: Looking back, it’s 
quite clear that we were on 
the nation’s nerve ends. As 
for my own hatred, I realized 
that to hate, you have to fear, 
and that gives your enemy too 
much credit. The best route is 
to love your enemy and con- 
vert him. Dr. King knew this. 
He felt that the FBI had its 
job, which was to harass 
him—possibly kill him—and 
he had his job, which was to 
liberate a nation; and if at 
some point they collided, that 
was OK. Despite FBI attempts 
to disintegrate our staff at the 
Southern Christian Leadership 
Conference, we accomplished 
everything we set out to do: 
We went to Birmingham, Sel- 
ippi, Georgia and 


Alabama; we had children re- 
jecting the wealth of their 
parents, singing “ain’t gonna 
study war no more.” So effec- 
tive was it that now, as an aft- 
ermath of Vietnam, America 
can hardly gather an army. 
BOND: But your theological 
posture, Jesse—this whole 
marvelous strain of Southern 
Baptist love thy enemy—is 
not only romantic, it is dan- 
gerous. It’s like asking the vic- 
tim to solve his own problem, 
JACKSON: Look, we got our 
identity through negation. 
Who we were was based on 
who we were not. Then there 
was a shift. We began to find 
an identity by affirming our- 
selves, affirming that we were 
an African people and a deep- 
ly spiritual people. Also re- 
member that a_ theological 
premise underlies any civil 
rights struggle—the premise 
that we’re all God’s children 
and deserve what we need. 
The earth is the Lord’s and 
everyone has a right to a job 
and to an income. The orig- 
inal violent strategy of the 
Panthers was understandable 
and sincere, but it was also 
unsound—as was proved a 
long time ago with the raid on 
Harper's Ferry. You don't 
take on the most militarily as- 
tute nation on earth without 
enough bullets to reload. 

oul: What do you think about 
the theory that racism is 
inevitable in any society? 
The English have their Irish; 
the French, their Algerians; 
the Germans, their Jews. Per- 
haps we're talking about some 
basic scapegoat psychology, 
some indigenous human need. 
NORTON: That's a very com- 
plicated question, The failure 
of America to absorb blacks 
didn’t specifically have to do 
with color; it had to do with 
slavery. Had blacks come here 
as free immigrants, it's al- 
together likely we wouldn't 
have been reduced to the 
status of niggers, since the so- 
ciety was sufficiently rich and 
mobile to absorb us. On the 
other hand, in light of the 
genocide in Nazi Germany, 
I'm not prepared to say that 
societies don’t have a tendency 
to automatically victimize 
people who are different. As 
for its inevitability, though, 
that’s another question. It’s a 
sign of high civilization to 
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THE NEW RACISM Busing teeters on the brink of mild fascism, but the state nevertheless has the 


obligation to override the individual if all he’s doing is being selfish. 


understand that what is happening to an 
oppressed people is sufficiently in one’s 
own interest to join in their struggle. The 
Jewish human-rights organizations have 
always been very active on black civil 
rights—not only because Jews them- 
selves are endangered by bigotry, but 
also because they've kept the holocaust 
in mind and have been able to under- 
stand the black situation. Call it a capac- 
ity for moral imagination, but it’s what's 
necessary if we are to deracialize our 
culture. 

oul: Granted, but given the fact of 
black anti-Semitism, doesn’t this suggest 
that even victims will seek victims of 
their own? 

GREGORY: Black anti-Semitism doesn’t 
exist, man. Black folks own two parts of 
this country where there are a lot of 
Jews—Los Angeles and New York 
City—and wherever white anti-Semitism 
exists, black anti-Semitism is going to 
exist alongside it, because me, the nig- 
ger—I want to be white and all I'm do- 
ing is taking lessons. 

oul: Are you suggesting that there’s no 
resentment toward Jews among today’s 
blacks? 

GREGORY: Yes, because if I’m growing 
up in a neighborhood of Jews and I go 
down the street to buy a second-hand 
hat, the Jew’s the one who's gonna put 
it on me. Downtown, no one would let 
me try it on at all. The Jew is my friend, 
man. He doesn’t humiliate me. When my 
credit check doesn’t hold up, I lie and 
he knows I’m lying, and what it comes 
down to is just two dishonest honkie 
motherfuckers trying to make it. 

BOND: Maybe, but blacks have become 
far more race-conscious, particularly in 
the Northeast. In the South, there’s little 
black anti-Semitism, because the South- 
ern Jewish population is so integrated as 
to be almost invisible. But in Harlem, 
say, a black kid regularly sees four kinds 
of white people while he’s growing up: 
his teacher, social worker, shopkeeper 
and probation officer—and three of these 
are bound to be Jewish. His concept of 
Jews in general, therefore, isn’t exactly 
impartial. 

HATCHER: I want.to get back to the 
“inevitability of racism.” The natural 
law is one of survival, but sometimes 
you've got to put restraints on people to 
make them civilized. 

oul: And this would be your defense of 
busing? 

HATCHER: Opposition to busing is only 
a symptom of something deeper. A lot 
of white people use it as'a vehicle for 
venting their feeling that not only are 
blacks getting too much but that some 
large, unseen force is running their lives. 
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oul: But busing nevertheless remains a 
powerful metaphor. The blue-collar 
worker in South Boston, the guy who's 
busted his ass only to find his kids now 
being bused back into a crummy neigh- 
borhood; you're saying his response isn’t 
legitimate? 

HATCHER: No, because while I agree 
that there’s a philosophical issue here, 
what it comes down to is: Who's going 
to call the shots? Their concern isn’t for 
their children and it's not for individual 
rights, but only for their rights as they 
conceive them; so busing is just a rally- 
ing point, the last outpost for their 
bigotry and discrimination. 

BOND: Whatever the complications, all 
you can say to these people is, “That’s 
the breaks, buddy. You never gave a 
damn about what the schools were like 
in Roxbury and now you're a victim of 
your own neglect.” I'll grant that busing 
teeters on the brink of mild fascism, but 
the state nevertheless has the obligation 
to provide for the general good—to 
override the individual, in fact, if all he’s 
doing is being selfish. 

NORTON: But there’s another defense, 
too: Busing is nothing but a debt to 
history. The white South understands 
that we’re caught in a moment of his- 
tory not of our own making, and con- 
sequently we're being called upon to 
unsnarl a racist past. Someone’s got to 
do it and, like it or not, it's now fallen 
to us. In Mississippi and Alabama, 
people were not prepared for it, yet they 
went through it time and time again, 
getting hit by one court suit after another 
until they finally understood that they 
had to do it. In the North, we haven't 
had enough court suits, and the only 
thing that will take their place is some 
sense of history—the realization that 
these are strange times and that busing 
is a strange strategy created by strange 
circumstances. In the years to come, I 
have no doubt that busing will be seen 
as no more than a stopgap. For the 
time being, we've got to go along with its 
limitations if we're to emerge as a de- 
racialized society. 

oul: Isn't this asking the impossible? 
NoRTON: I’m sick and tired of hearing 
about its so-called impossibility, espe- 
cially from intellectuals and the media. 
There wasn't a single respectable white 
Northerner who raised his voice against 
school integration in Arkansas and 
Georgia; now, all of a sudden, the child 
who gets on the bus up North strikes 
at everyone's heart. If it’s so impossible, 
why wasn’t it impossible in the South? 
Southerners were asked to break with 
history in a much more profound way 
than anything now being asked of 


Northerners. Damn it, there’s a standard 
here that everyone in the North has got 
to be held to. 

HATCHER: Which again takes us back to 
equal enforcement of law, which is what 
disturbs me about the Bell appointment. 
Bell himself has been very honest. He 
tells you what and where he was, but 
his appointment, like much of the re- 
sponse to busing, speaks volumes about 
how we've supposedly reached a new 
day in race relations. If you're interested 
in creating a new set of relationships 
between the races, you simply do not 
appoint a Griffin Bell, Similarly you do 
not invoke that old canard about indi- 
vidual liberties when you're actually 
using “forced busing” as a mask for 
discrimination. Busing is only “forced” 
in the North; in the South, it’s simply 
busing. 

oul: Given the deep entrenchment of 
racism in the American character, when, 
if ever, is it going to end? 

NORTON: Probably within our lifetime. 
But only if economic progress creates a 
substantial black middle class compara- 
ble to the white middle class—a group 
that’s not only economically secure but 
also has an identity of its own. 

GREGORY: Yet remember that nothing is 
going to help black folks as much as 
what’s happening in Africa, America, 
Russia and China are all trying to get 
ahold of Africa because of the natural 
resources there. For the first time, Russia 
will control the price of gold if it controis 
Africa, and we'll blow the planet away 
before letting that happen. So the U.S. 
has got to go down there and try to con- 
vince the Africans to be our friend. I 
mean, shit, what's Andy Young all 
about? If you wanted to appoint some- 
one to win over the most powerful Afri- 
cans in the world, where would you put 
him—in Congress or in the UN? Why 
do you think we have a black man— 
Clifford Alexander, Jr—as Secretary of 
the Army? It’s because we might have to 
send troops into Africa, and it won't be 
so bad if it’s a nigger who sends them. 
That’s the only reason we got those two 
appointments. But of the three super- 
powers—America, Russia and China— 
we're the only one that has a black prob- 
lem, so I think we're going to clean up 
our act pretty damn quick. 

BOND: Interestingly enough—and this is 
something else that we all have to face 
about racism—had black Americans 
originally arrived here with the techno- 
logical skills to support white slavery, 
Tm sure the situation would now be 
exactly the reverse. We'd be the majority, 
and just possibly one of us would be 
interviewing you. ml 
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Please rush me the following film: 

D #103 Anne Cl #104 Alison 0) #105 Sauna 

B #106 Alice O #107 Chery (i #108 Cheerleaders 

01#109 Henri C) #110 Linda G#111 Roommates 

Send my films in CI Reg. 8MM — $19.95 ea. postpaid 
0 Super 8MM — $24.95 ea. postpaid 


I'd rather charge my purchase on my BankAmericard or 
Master Chatge as indicated below. 
OBankAmericard © Master Charge 


SEGGERSSeeebe 
Interbank No. HME e. Exp, Date Rk 


Wo, Year 


‘tam over 18 yrs, of age, Sign name as itappears on credit card, 
Nore ee eee 


Address 
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ROBERT EVANS / was a lousy executive; I was a bad financier; I was a bad budget man; I was a bad 
employer. I never looked at myself as a brilliant executive but as a moviemaker. 


(Continued from page 71) word gets 
around—it’s a very uncomfortable 
feeling. The director wired Zanuck: 
“Everyone in the cast thinks Evans 
is wrong for the picture. I beg you 
to recast part to save the picture.” 
Zanuck flew over from London to 
Morelia. The director came and told 
me, “Report into the bull ring in one 
hour; Mr. Zanuck’s in the ring. And 
put on your suit of lights.” I put on 
my suit of lights and my legs were shak- 
ing. I knew I was going to be thrown 
out. I walked from one end of the bull 
ting to the other, and Zanuck was 
sitting there with the whole cast. He 
said, “OK, kid, do some passes, do some 
veronicas’—he made me go through 
the whole thing. Then he picked up the 
megaphone and said, “The kid stays in 
the picture. Anyone who doesn’t like it 
can leave.” Cut. From that night on, I 
was treated marvelously—everyone ac- 
cepted me, everything was fine. I did 
the picture and I think I did proud by 
him, because I got the big reviews, my 
picture was in Time—the whole thing. 
But it taught me what a producer is. 
He saw something and he wanted it. It 
so happened it was me, but it could've 
been anybody. He had the balls to say 
“The kid stays in the picture. Anyone 
who doesn't like it can leave.” I never 
thought it would affect me in later life, 
but it certainly did, because I've done 
that many times. If I hadn't lived 
through it and seen it and had it hap- 
pen to me, I would never have had 
the balls to do it. For Love Story, for 
example, the director didn’t want Ryan 
O'Neal and I did. He said, “I won't 
make the picture with Ryan O'Neal. 
He’s going to ruin the picture.” I said, 
“Tl take that chance.” I didn’t even 
know Ryan O’Neal. And he wasn’t 
fashionable then; he couldn’t get a job 
at that time. And the director insisted, 
“I won't make the picture with him.” I 
said, “That’s up to you. I want Ryan 
O'Neal.” He backed away and eventu- 
ally came to me and said, “OK, if you 
insist.” 

SCAVULLO: How did you become a 
producer? 

EVANS: We sold our business to Revlon, 
and part of the deal was that I had to 
stay full time in the business. I had 
made several pictures, but the business 
transaction was a unique opportunity, 
monetarily. So I went back to the 
clothing industry and gave up my act- 
ing contract. I had made The Best of 
Everything, The Fiend Who Walked the 
West and The Sun Also Rises, and I 
was signed to do The Chapman Report 
and The Longest Day that year. But 


my career as an actor wasn't going that 
great. I was fashionable for about a 
year and a half, and then my talent 
caught up with me. I just wasn’t that 
good as a film actor; I wasn’t loose 
enough. It’s tough to look at yourself 
in the mirror and say, “Hey, you're not 
that good.” I’m not saying that I 
wouldn’t have liked to be a big star, 
or to be admired. But I didn’t have it 
in me, and at least I knew it. And I 
had to work for Revlon. So I hired a 
man named George Wieser, from R. R. 
Bowker Co., to work for me. I knew 
that the only way I could get a foot 
in the door as a producer was to have a 
property to make into a movie, because 
Hollywood wouldn’t buy me—an A- 
minus actor in the clothing business. I 
couldn’t have had more working against 
me. So I hired Wieser, and the first thing 
he got hold of was Valley of the Dolls, 
Jackie Susann’s first book. I read it 
and thought it would make a hell of a 
picture. I wrote to 20th Century-Fox, 
they read it and they bought it for 
themselves. I was aced out, Then 
Wieser brought me a book by a new 
writer named Roderick Thorp called The 
Detective. The book became a number- 
one best seller and I owned it. In 
order to make the picture, Hollywood 
had to buy me. They didn’t want me, 
but they had to buy me. They would 
have paid me $300,000 to sell my orig- 
inal $5000 option. But I wouldn’t have 
sold it for $1,000,000. 

SCAVULLO: How many movies have you 
produced? 

EVANS: I was head of production at 
Paramount for nine years and was per- 
sonally responsible for The Godfather, 
Love Story and Rosemary's Baby. It 
was frustrating, because I put together 
pictures that the company owned, as 
no other company has ever done. For 
example, Paramount owned 84 percent 
of The Godfather, and although it 
wasn’t as big a picture as Jaws, Para- 
mount made more money from The 
Godfather than Universal made from 
Jaws, because Universal gave away more 
than 50 percent. The Godfather was a 
house-produced picture. I developed 
the book. It was given to me as a 30- 
page treatment of the Mafia, and I kept 
on throwing $2500 at a time to Mario 
Puzo over a two-year period to develop 
the book. So we owned it for nothing 
and the highest-paid actor in the picture, 
including Brando, got $35,000. And we 
made $45,000,000 on it. Love Story 
was the same situation, because I made 
it into a book. That’s the first time it’s 
eyer been done: We had the script and 
I insisted upon the book being written. 


I brought it to Harper & Row and 
proposed that they make a book of it. 
I said, “I'll give you twenty-five thou- 
sand dollars for advertising if you print 
twenty-five thousand copies.” They 
wanted to print only 6000 copies, and 
I knew that with that many copies the 
book would never take off. So they 
printed 25,000 copies and both the pic- 
ture and the book took off—it was a 
phenomenon. I did many things at 
Paramount like that. And I gained 
perhaps a rather tyrannical reputation 
for being a stickler for detail. I've al- 
ways been involved in nuance, while 
not many people are. I was a lousy 
executive; I was a bad financier; I was 
a bad budget man; I was a bad em- 
ployer. But what I did, I think I did 
well. I never looked at myself as a bril- 
liant executive but as a moviemaker. 
SCAVULLO: Aren't you now an independ- 
ent producer for Paramount? 

EVANS: Right. I had seven more years 
on my contract. I said, “I don’t want 
to stay this way.” When I made The 
Godfather, as a bonus Paramount gave 
me the right to make five pictures—one a 
year. My first picture was Chinatown, 
which was very successful, from both 
the critical and financial points of view. 
Yet everybody resented it terribly, be- 
cause they felt I was paying too much 
attention to my own picture and not 
enough to other people's pictures. So I 
had a choice to make: Either give up my 
position as head of the company and just 
make pictures, or give up my contract 
to make pictures and go back into the 
company with a very advantageous deal. 
I gave up my deal with the company, 
because I just wanted to make pic- 
tures—with my own name on them. 
As head of production for Paramount, 
I was responsible for 15 pictures a year. 
I was involved to the point where I had 
no personal life at all. My priorities 
were all screwed up. And I didn’t want 
to continue that way. I gained nothing 
from it except a divorce and a bad back. 
SCAVULLO: Did your first marriage break 
up because of your work? 

EVANS: All my marriages broke up be- 
cause of my work. 

SCAVULLO: How many marriages have 
you had? 

EVANS: I’m on my fourth marriage. My 
first marriage lasted a few minutes—I 
mean a few months. I don’t call it a 
marriage. My second marriage—to 
Camilla Spary, a beautiful girl—lasted 
a year and a half, because I was so 
inyolved in my work. I didn’t give any 
time to her, so we were divorced and I 
married Ali (Continued on page 114) 
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Model-turned-actress | Debo- 
rah Raffin, of all people, is 
currently the top female film 
attraction in Japan, where 
both The Dove and Once Is 
Not Enough haye been boffo 
at the box office. The Japa- 
nese Lions Fat Oil Company 
hopes that Raffin will be ie 
as boffo at selling shampo 
recently signed her to a wail 
lion-dollar model contract. 
Critics have likened her clas- 
sically beautiful countenance 
to that of the young Grace 
Kelly, but Raffin insists, “I 
don’t want to be the new 
anyone. I just want to be 
me.” Her dream role? 
“I'd like to play Hester 
Prynne, the heroine of 


The Scarlet Letter. 
She was a young 
woman who did 


what she felt, not 
what society told 
her to do.” 


Yes, but can John Travolta, 
TV's Vinnie Barbarino, really 
dance? “He’s Nijinsky re- 
turned as a disco dancer,” 
says Karen Lynn Gorney, 
who spent long hours dancing 
with Travolta while making 
the upcoming movie Saturday 
Night Fever. In it, Gorney 
plays the part of Stephanie 
Mangano, a lovelorn secre- 
tary turned talent agent 
who takes up disco danc- 
ing in order to forget her 
tragic romance with a 
record producer. Into the 
disco steps Travolta: “He 
likes my looks and he 
likes my style and he tries 
to seduce me throughout 
the rest of the film,” 
she explains. 
Travolta 


even developed ae 
his own dance for 

the movie; he calls it SS 
the Tango Hustle. “He was 
born with a gift,’ Gorney 
marvels. “Dancing with him 
changed my life.” It certainly 
changed her career, which 
until recently consisted of 
playing the neurotic Tara on 
TV's All My Children. Her 
own childhood was not exact- 
ly tame. “I was born in 
Hollyweird,” Gorney says, 
“where you grow up fast.” 
Music is very important to 
her. She played guitar and 
wrote songs at the age of 
nine: “And by now, I've writ- 
ten enough jazz/folk songs to 
fill three albums.” One of her 
favorite compositions is a 
hymn about reincarnation. 
Gorney believes that in past 
lives she was “lots of different 
people involved in the arts.” 
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able in climbing,” 


Henry Barber: 
outasight! 


Alpinist. Henry ‘Barber is 
America’s leading expert in 
the art of on-sight soloing, a 
style of mountain climbing 
that involves scaling a virgin 
cliff without the support of a 
partner or safety ropes. The 
Human Fly who climbed New 
York City’s World Trade Cen- 
ter may have received a lot of 
publicity for his stunt, but 
Barber routinely scales vertical 
cliffs almost twice as high. 
Barber first made his reputa- 
tion as a climber in 1973 
when, as a 19-year-old, he 
shinnied up the 1800-foot 
Sentinel Rock in Yosemite in 
a record two and a half hours. 
Since then, he has scaled cliffs 
in 15 countries, collecting 
some 300 “first free-ascents” 
along the way. It hasn’t been 
all fun and games. Barber ad- 
mits to having dislocated his 
shoulders ten times in the past 
six years. Now he weighs his 
physical limitations before at- 
tempting each new climb. 
“Death by accident is accept- 
he notes. 
“Death by stupidity is not.” 


riding high 
Just who are Captain Crunch 
and the Deep Cross Cow- 
boys? Well, one of them is 
six-time rodeo champion Lar- 
ry Mahan and he’s starting a 
new career. “There isn’t much 
difference between facing a 
night-club audience and fac- 
ing a Brahman bull,” Mahan 
insists. “It’s scary only the 
first time; after that, it’s a 
piece of cake.” 


Burt Young 
stays dirty 
Burt Young has come a long 
way since his first professional 
appearance as a sex pervert on 


Iris Chacon shakes up the Big Apple 


Forget Charo. The real Latin 
sex bomb these days is Iris 
Chacon, The Volcano Puerto- 
riquefio, as she is affection- 
ately referred to by her 


the television soaper The Edge 


of Night (he was an Oscar 
nominee for Rocky), but his 
roles are still less than glam- 
orous. In Sam  Peckinpah’s 
Convoy, Young receives star 
billing, but the character he 
plays is a hog hauler named 
Pig Pen. “It’s not so bad,” 
Young says. “My C.B. handle 
is Love Machine.” 
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fans—and they are legion. 
The phenomenally well-en- 
dowed (38-25-42)  singer/ 
dancer/comedienne has a 
weekly TV show that is seen 
in 13 countries and on Span- 
ish-language chan- 
nels in New 

York and 

Miami. 

Her 


impact on the Latin libido is 
lethal; her fans stormed the 
barricades of Radio City 
Music Hall when Chacon 
brought her torrid stage show 
to the Big Apple. “She’s in- 
credibly magnetic,” marvels 
Ivan Frontera, the Rex 

Reed of 
the 


Caribbean. “She makes 
men go crazy. She 
shakes and 
shakes, like 
an Oster- 

izer.” 


Tuesday Weld 


comes back 
Tuesday Weld is back—and 
how! The reclusive cult ac- 
tress has copped two of the 
year’s hottest female film 
roles: Diane Keaton’s sister 
in Looking for Mr. Goodbar 
and Michael Moriarty’s pill- 


popping wife in the soon- 
to-be-released Dog Soldiers. 
The latter co-stars Nick Nolte 
as the couple’s cohort in a 
Vietnam-to-U.S. drug-smug- 
gling scheme. Look 
for Tuesday 
at a theater 
near you 
soon. 


Bette Bright and Enrico Cad- 
illac, Jr. aren't the only 
members of the bizarre band 
of British art-school dropouts 
known as Deaf School; there 
are six other weird singers 
and musicians, including the 


_ SaEas) 
Deaf School can hear very well, thank 


Reverend Max Ripple and 
Eric Shark, whose song to 
himself is What a Jerk. Hav- 
ing recently completed their 
first American tour, Deaf 
School freaked out over Mc- 
Donald’s and Disneyland 


yo 

(“Adventureland is a gas”) 
while their American fans 
went bananas over the band’s 
zany blend of Roxy music, 
Lou Reed, the Rolling Stones 
and the unforgettable Bonzo 
Dog Doo Dah Band. 
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Ronnie Harris 
wants a chance 


Will Ronnie Harris be the 
black Rocky? He hopes some- 
one will give him a chance at 
the middleweight boxing title. 
The former Olympic cham- 
pion hasn’t lost a bout in 
more than a decade, but most 
contenders won't go near 
him. So far, his only publicity 
has come from his insistence 
on wearing a yarmulke into 
the ring (Harris converted to 
Judaism after being run down 
by a car). A chess expert with 
a B.S. in biology, Harris says 
he'll whistle America the 
Bequtiful in the ring if he’s 
offered a championship bout. 


Poor Boris. Before he was 
brought to the offices of 
California veterinarian Dr. 
Richard Glassberg, the cute 
little dachshund couldn’t run, 
jump, stand or even pass 
water. But soon after Glass- 
berg inserted five sharp nee- 
dles into the pooch’s back 
and legs, Boris was on his 
feet. Glassberg says that acu- 


Boris can take a little needling 


puncture is “no universal 
panacea, but when it works, 
it boggles the mind.” Veter- 
inarians around the country 
are now ordering books from 
China on animal acupuncture, 
an art that the ancient Chi- 
nese used on cows, pigs, 
horses and poultry—but not 
on dogs. Dogs, they believed, 
were for eating. 
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SHORT TAKES 


WAITING FOR JACKIE O. 
Memoirs of a very short career at the National Enquirer 


“Can you be at the southeast 
corner of 86th Street and Fifth 
Ayenue at 6:30?” 

It was a little before six 
pM, and I had already 
planned a quiet evening read- 
ing in the warm refuge of my 
West Side apartment. But the 
caller, a senior editor at the 
National Enquirer’s Florida 
head office, was, as of that 
morning, my employer. 

I told him I was available. 

“Good. You are to meet. 
two men, Vic and Tom, 
at 6:30 at the intersection. Vic 
is our photographer and Tom 
the reporter. They'll be parked 
in a light-blue Ford Mustang 
on the east side of Fifth Ave- 
nue. They're keeping an eye 
on her now.” 

I waited until after seven, 
when suddenly a blue Mus- 
tang whipped around the 
corner with tires screeching. 
Abruptly it double parked in 
front of an expensive-looking 
apartment building on the 
proper corner. I walked over 
to the car, assuming that the 
two men inside were my con- 
tacts, and introduced myself. 

“We've been expecting 
you,” Tom said, then gazed off 
in the direction of the apart- 
ment building. 

“She ought to be coming 


out any minute now,” he 
added, “Do you know how 
to drive?” 


“I’m from Los Angeles,” I 
said. They were duly im- 
pressed with my credentials. 

As I got into the driver's 
seat, I wondered about the 
identity of this “she” they were 
talking about. In an instant, it 
came to me. Only one woman 
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in the world could inspire that 
kind of performance by a Na- 
tional Enquirer man. I was 
stalking the big game: Jacque- 
line Onassis! 

We sat in silence for a 
while, each of us staring fixed- 
ly at the door. 

“There she goes!” Vic 
shouted. I had seen nothing. 

I eased the Mustang into 
the traffic, not knowing’ exact- 
ly what to do next. 

“Make a left on Eighty- 
fifth!” screamed Vic. 

“I can’t!” It was a one-way 
street and the traffic was com- 
ing straight at us. 

“Fuck it. Go on, anyway!” 

Horns were blaring all 
around me, but we made it to 
Madison Avenue, 

“She went into the theater,” 
Tom said, “You two stay 
and get a photo if you can, 
I'm going back to the hotel.” 

The movie Jackie had gone 
to see would let out at 10:30. 
Vic and I sat back to wait. 

Vic had been chasing Jackie 
for more than a year. He 
showed me a walletful of 
credit cards that he used to 
take him anywhere in the 
world to follow her. This stub- 
born pursuit has run the En- 
quirer as much as $10,000 a 
week, not a large price when 
you consider that articles on 
Mrs. Onassis alone can sell 
copies of the Enquirer, 

At 10:30, Vic got out of 
the car and waited in the 
doorway of a shop next to the 
theater. 

No one left through the 
emergency exit and Vic did 
not appear until 11 o'clock. 


He climbed into the car mut- 
tering curses. 

“What happened?” I asked. 

“What happened?” he said, 
mocking me. “She didn’t come 
out the front door. That 
damned manager must've hus- 
tled her out the side entrance 
before the picture was over.” 

I got home well after mid- 
night, weary and miserable. 

I fixed a sandwich, changed 
my clothes and by two A.M., 
I was parked across the street 
from Jackie’s apartment. 
Dawn brought a light drizzle, 
then the skies cleared as the 
sun climbed above the down- 
town skyline. 

I strolled over to a hot-dog 
vendor, but before I could be 
served, she appeared. It was 
my first look at the target of 
all these hours of my atten- 
tion. She looked no different 
from any of the thousands of 
pictures of her—tall and thin, 
with jet-black hair framing 
her moon-shaped face. 

She moved swiftly across 
the sidewalk and into a wait- 
ing taxi. Like some private eye 
in a B movie, I ran to my car 
and followed her cab down 
Fifth Avenue. 

It made a left at 52nd 
Street and turned onto Madi- 
son Avenue, then went a few 
blocks and pulled to a stop. 
I passed by and triple parked 
in the middle of the street. 

Mrs, Onassis had paid the 
cabby and was walking into a 
camera shop. 

I ran into a phone booth 
and dialed Vic and Tom, but 
they were not in their suite 
and couldn’t be paged; that 
made me angry. I had been 


on duty for 16 hours. Never- 
theless, I kept a watch on the 
door of the camera shop. 
After an hour, it seemed 
strange that she would be in- 
side a small camera store for 
so long. 

I went inside the shop. To 
my surprise, there was no one 
there except the proprietor. 
He kept saying “May I help 
you, sir?” but I wasn’t paying 
him any attention. Then I saw 
a side door that led directly 
into the lobby of an office 
building. 

Vic and Tom were still out 
when I called back. I left a 
message with the receptionist: 
“Found and lost. Going 
home.” 

Late that evening the tel- 
ephone rang. The voice on 
the line belonged to a junior 
editor at the Enquirer’s Flor- 
ida office, “You are to meet 
Vic at the usual rendezvous 
location.” 

“No,” I replied. 

“No? What do you mean?” 

“Look, I’m sorry, but I just 
can’t keep this job any longer, 
The hours are killing me 
and the work is not exactly 
stimulating.” 

The junior editor did not 
argue with me. He asked if I 
knew anyone else who might 
be interested in replacing me. 
I gave him a half-dozen names, 
none of them likely even to 
talk to someone who wasn't 
from The Washington Post or 
The New York Times. 1 just 
thought it would be funny for 
them to receive a personal in- 
vitation to work for the no- 
torious National Enquirer. 

—Ronatp E, CLAIBORNE 


oui 


MEN WHO MEASURE UP 


Are you the kind of man who can measure 
up to any woman? Do you have the 
confidence to please any woman? 


If you can answer YES to these questions 
without blinking, turn the page! Because 
you don't need the fascinating eye- 

opening factual information in The Penis. 


If you are curious, however .. . if you think 
there's something you can learn from the 
years of research and vast experience of 
Dr. Brian Richards, then read on. 


Because The Penis is an authoritative 

study by a medical doctor who has 

treated and counseled thousands of men 
and women on sex problems—and 
especially on man’s most prized possession, 
his penis. 


Do you know how to use your penis for 
pleasure—really use it—to satisfy you and 
your partner? 


This astounding book will give you plenty 
of ideas you can use immediately to start 
improving your sexual self-confidence. 
And it will expose you to techniques you 
may not have tried yet, to increase your 
stamina, excitement, and pleasure! 


Does Penis Size Matter? 

Despite all recent attempts at downplaying 
its significance, penis size can have 

great relevance to the individual. Concern 
is not restricted to those with below 
average dimensions. The source of 
anxiety may be physical, psychological, 
pathological or any combination 

of the three. ras 


Now, for the first time, after years 

of extensive research, Brian 

Richards M.D. reveals medical 

facts about penis enlargement. 

In his new book, ‘The Penis’, he 

discusses effective methods of penis 

enlargement, He thoroughly explains each 

method and brings to bear the definitive results 
obtained from scientifically controlled experiments. 


Irrational? 


Is It Achievable? 

There is little doubt that a larger penis is a 
worthwhile goal. But can it be done? Dr. 
Richards believes, based on his study, that 
“You can definitely enlarge the size of the 
Penis.” The problem is simply how? Which 
methods work? Which methods are just 
rip-offs or quackery? 

Actual Medical Results! 
Years of intensive scientific study of penis 
enlargement went into the writing of The 
Penis. Its reports on controlled medical 
experimentation with penis enlargement 
show what happened with one particular 
method. After collection of initial basic 
data, the patients were instructed in this 
method, which is described in detail in 
language that any man can understand. 
Changes began to be recorded during the 
second week. At the end of the 
experimentation period, the average length 
increase was greater than 16%! And the 
average breadth increase was more than 
15%! Among a second, similarly selected 
group of subjects who were not instructed 
in the penis enlargement method, 
no increase in penis size was found! 


This table shows results of the method: 
Number showing enlargement . .87.5 % 

Average increase in length ..... 16.96% 

Average increase in 


circumference - 15.88% 
‘Smallest increase in length 

fecorded®.iaunaade.scom sas 2.6cms. 
Largest increase in length 

recorded . 3.8cms. 
Smallest increase in 

circumference recorded ..... 1.4cms. 


Largest increase in 
circumference recorded ... 


DETAILED INSTRUCTIONS! 
With the precision that only an experienced 
medical specialist could have, Dr. Richards 
illustrates the physiological factors involved 
™ in enlarging the penis. Step by step, detail 
by detail, he describes the methods for you 
...explains how you can employ them...and reveals how 
long it should take you to achieve results. 


. 3.1oms. 


Order Your Copy Today—No Risk 

It is time to clear up misconceptions about the penis and put 

an end to the exploitation that has robbed thousands of the 

virile self-confidence they should have! Now that The Penis 

is available in America, send for your copy. Put the power 

and knowledge of medical science to work for you—today! 
IRON CLAD GUARANTEE. If for any reason you are not 
satisfied with the importa information contained in The 
Penis, just return it within 10 days for an immediate refund. 
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However irrational it might appear, every man would like to 
have a large penis. It is only natural to think that something 
bigger and better will behave that way. And the truth is that 
the vast majority of women do think that way. Dr. Richards 
explains that this preference is not completely due to just psy- 
chological pressures or social coercion. ‘The explanation for 
the women’s choice is that a thick penis causes greater stretch- 
ing of the sphincter and a greater feeling of being filled.” 


This frank, often blunt book will entertain and inform you 
as you discover... 

Male semen as a cosmetic some women use (p. 21) ¢ Why 
mel 


VALENTINE PRODUCTS DEPT.HB~—221 

P.O. Box 5200 FDR Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 

Gentlemen: 

lenclose $9.95 plus 75c for postage and handling, a total of 
$10.70. Please rush me all the information contained in The 
Penis by Dr. Brian Richards in a plain package today. | may 
return it for an immediate refund if, for any reason, I'm not 
satisfied. (N.Y. residents add applicable sales tax.) 
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and women, too—want a bigger penis (p. 26-27) 
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ROBERT EVANS /’m not at all politically oriented. I think politics is second-rate show business, be- 
cause all politicians are actors. I think I'm in a higher form of show business than they are. 


(Continued from page 108) MacGraw. 
That lasted three years, and again I was 
totally preoccupied; I was working seven 
days a week. 

SCAVULLO: Why did you get married? 
EVANS: I think I’m basically romantic. 
Two weeks before I met Phyllis George, 
my current wife, I told my sister there 
was no chance of my ever marrying 
again. I said, “I don’t care. I’ve got 
everything going for me—a marvelous 
,home, help, a son, everything.” Two 
weeks later, I called my sister and said, 
“Alice, I'm getting married.” She was 
in total shock, because, until I met 
Phyllis, I was happy as a bachelor. I 
like spending time alone. 

SCAVULLO: When you're married, are 
you faithful to your wife? 

EVANS: In varying degrees, yes. 
SCAVULLO: Would it bother you if your 
wife were unfaithful? 

EVANS: Very much so. 

SCAVULLO: Would you divorce her if 
you caught her cheating? 

EVANS: Well, I went through a tough 
marriage, and you can’t make a flat 
statement, because it happens and your 
statement suddenly changes. 

SCAVULLO: What does upset you? 

EVANS: Things, details, not turning out 
the way I want them to. The most un- 


important things upset me the most and 
the important things don’t upset me. 
That’s why I have no money. I don’t 
care if I'm really rich or not. I think if 
I had all the money in the world, I'd 
Tesist it, do more, try harder. Of course, 
I live very well. I've always lived well, 
spent all my money. I'm just lucky to 
have a bank in control of my funds. I’ve 
earned a lot of money, and I have 
nothing to show for it except a good 
life, generosity to many people and a 
terrific house. 

SCAVULLO: Is one of the reasons you get 
along with actors and actresses so well 
that you were an actor yourself? 

EVANS: You're damn right. Actors and 
actresses are intelligent people, and too 
many people who work with actors don’t 
take them in as partners. Making a film 
is a collaborative effort, and I never 
want to make one with anybody—direc- 
tor, actor, writer—who wants to be a 
prima donna, I don’t believe in it. You 
must work together. I’ve worked with 
Jack Nicholson, Dustin Hoffman, War- 
ten Beatty, and we worked until four 
in the morning every night. Goddamn 
it, that’s the way things work. You work 
with respect, not reverence, and you 
work together. You're open to criti- 
cism and can criticize. That, to me, is 


“I'm sorry, George, but I just can’t 
respect a guy who will fall into bed with 
a girl on the first date.” 
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the healthiest environment to work in. 
SCAVULLO: Is there a difference between 
working with actors and actresses? 
EVANS: Lots of differences. Men are 
basically easier to get along with. They're 
generally less neurotic, more relaxed. 
Women are far more ambitious. When 
a girl works in a role, she’s more dedi- 
cated to it than a man. It means more 
to her; it’s her whole life. A guy can 
do a role and be involved in a lot of 
other things. So men are just easier to 
deal with. But I think part of the ex- 
citement of an actor or actress is his 
or her neuroses. If a girl is too nice and 
too simple, she’s usually boring on the 
screen. I don’t know why. But think of 
the actresses who have been really im- 
portant stars—Marilyn Monroe, Eliza- 
beth Taylor—most of it is their mystery, 
their unknown neuroses. A guy has a 
lot of props—he can fight, run, jump, 
drive cars, shoot. A woman doesn’t 
have those props. It’s much easier to 
write a man than a woman. A woman 
must have layers and textures of 
mystery. 

SCAVULLO: Do you watch television? 
EVANS: I don’t, unfortunately. I wish 
to hell I could, because there are some 
very good things on television, some 
good directors. 

SCAVULLO: Would you like to bring 
glamor back to the movies? 

EVANS: Very much. I’m a big believer in 
glamor. The habit of going to the movies 
is really over. However, the desire to 
see a movie is stronger than ever, and 
to get people to see a movie, you've got 
to give them something they don’t see 
every day, something that will take 
their attention away from their lives for 
a couple of hours. That’s why glamor 
is important. 
SCAVULLO: Do you have any politi- 
cal ideas? 

EVANS: None. I’m not at all politically 
oriented. I think politics is second-rate 
show business, because all politicians are 
actors. They even wear make-up. I 
have little respect for politicians. I think 
I'm in a higher form of show business 
than they are. 

SCAVULLO: Did you ever want to direct 
a film? 

EVANS: No, because there are many good 
directors and very few good producers. 
And I don’t want to start from scratch 
as a director. I know what I do pretty 
well; I know what I want. We’re living 
in a world of specialties today. You 
go to a doctor, he’s a specialist; you 
go to a restaurant, it offers something 
special. I think the trouble is that every- 
one wants to try to do everything. Ml 
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HARRY REASONER Countries 
get old, fat, cantankerous. 


(Continued from page 73) Two, we 
all greatly respected and were influenced 
by Ed Murrow. Davis didn’t have the 
glamor and the great career that Mur- 
row did, but he had just as much influ- 
ence on American journalism. 
SCAVULLO: Do you watch television? 
REASONER: Not much, but it’s not be- 
cause I'm prejudiced against it or look 
down on it. If I get home at 8:30 at 
night, I want a drink and some conversa- 
tion—I don’t want to watch television. 
SCAVULLO: Do you read much? 
REASONER: Yes, but only for pleasure. 
I made a rule 25 years ago that I would 
not read anything I didn’t enjoy. It hap- 
pens that I enjoy some things that are 
helpful to me in my work, but I would 
not read them if I didn’t enjoy them. I 
also do a lot of what I call airplane read- 
ing—light fiction—and I reread a lot. If 
there's a book you know you like, why 
take a chance on something else? 
SCAVULLO: Do you think it’s good that 
women are more career-minded now? 
REASONER: I think so. I suppose my 
daughters were responsible for changing 
my ideas about women’s liberation; sev- 
eral of them were quite enthusiastic 
about it and well-informed. But I don't 
think I was sexist in the first place. There 
have always been more women in jour- 
nalism than in most other crafts. I have 
worked with them, directed them and 
worked for them, and I’ve never found 
them any worse than men, I think it’s 
good that women who do not want to fit 
into a pattern now don’t have to, but I 
don’t like the unisex idea, I hope there 
will be a place for women who want a 
traditional, possibly flirtatious, role in life. 
SCAVULLO: Are you optimistic about 
society? 

REASONER: Not particularly. I think 
we've got serious problems that have 
been building up over a long period of 
time, and I don’t see the country display- 
ing any particular disposition to try to 
solve them. I think part of it is just being 
old, This country is the second-oldest 
major, continuing government in the 
world, and, like human beings, countries 
get old, fat, cantankerous, unable to ad- 
just, unable to meet new situations. 
SCAVULLO: Do you have any strong po- 
litical beliefs? 

REASONER: I believe very strongly in 
democracy and in the United States Con- 
stitution. I’ve never been partisan, be- 
cause I don't think it goes with my job. 
I think if I were going to run for office 
in Connecticut, I would have to do what 
General Eisenhower did—decide which 
party T wanted to be in, It’s been sug- 
gested a couple of times that I run for 
something. I'm not sure I could doit. fm 
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THE HARVARD-RADCLIFFE PROSTITUTION RING Fredie asked her how much she had made work- 
ing for Overton. He was enraged that she hadn't earned that money for him. 


(Continued from page 92) already 
been made, or to a trick pad.” Every- 
thing went smoothly until Ann met Ju- 
lian Fredie in a smoky Cambridge bar. 

Fredie had been watching Overton's 
act with disdain. A dashing figure, even 
in the green uniform of a building-and- 
grounds (B&G) man, Fredie was de- 
scribed by one Harvard professor who 
knew him as being “charming—he had 
a lot of style.” Over the years, Fredie 
had risen to the rank of B&G supervisor, 
although he still had to perform jani- 
torial tasks at the Hotel Continental, 
where Overton roomed. Most of the 
B&G employees are Irish, products of 
stern, _ parochial-school _ backgrounds. 
Radcliffe girls who slept with their boy- 
friends confounded the janitorial staff. 
The girls were above them in social class 
but far below them, the janitors thought, 
in moral standards. These Cliffies were 
little better than common sluts, they 
grumbled to one another. 

Fredie fit in easily with his co-workers. 
They respected and liked him. He was, 
after all, a family man, and he shared 
their old-style masculine camaraderie. 
Fredie, however, was more ambitious 
than his co-workers. He took their view 
of Cliffies to its logical conclusion: If 
the girls behaved like hookers, why not 
put them to work at it? 

Fredie sidled up to Ann in the dimly 
lit bar. Before she could make her pitch, 
he quickly told her who he was. “He 
said he arranged for guest lecturers at 
the university,” she said later, “and that 
he had a construction company in a 
Middle Eastern country.” He was plainly 
a cosmopolitan entrepreneur of consid- 
erable means. He offered Ann a posi- 
tion in one of his subsidiaries, telling her 
that he needed a “lot of girls” like her 
to join his stable of 70. About 20 more 
would do, he estimated. 

The deal Fredie laid out for Ann was 
much better than the one she had with 
free-enterpriser Overton. Fredie ex- 
plained to her that she would be more 
secure with a conglomerate. “He told 
me he was a big operator,” she said; 
“T could make $2500 for a pornographic 
movie, which took three days to make, 
or $50 an hour for nude photographs.” 
The opportunities appeared unlimited. 
Overton was just a down-at-the-heels 
Jaw professor, while Fredie occupied a 
special place at Harvard as an impre- 
sario of distinguished visiting speakers. 

Poor Overton. On the same night that 
Ann met Fredie, Emily got busted in the 
Combat Zone. Emily had hooked up 
with Overton soon after he’d met Ann. 
She described their meeting in court 
during an August trial: “I met Ben 
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Overton on approximately May 20, 
1976, on Cambridge Common, when he 
offered to carry some packages for me. 
It was approximately midnight.” 

Overton recalls their first meeting dif- 
ferently. “I met Emily on the Cambridge 
Common in early July,” he told the 
Harvard Crimson. The dates conflict, 
but there is no doubt that the meeting 
occurred. Overton insists he was merely 
“girl watching.” “A friend sitting with 
me said, ‘See this chick? She wants to be 
a prostitute. She wants to make mon- 
ey.” Ben’s buddy had uncanny extra- 
sensory perception. “I asked her if this 
was true,” Overton said, “and she said 
that yeah, she knew that prostitution 
was the quickest way, but she didn't 
know the ropes. She said she needed 
money for nice things, like a stereo 
and a car.” 

Ben agreed, with a flourish of gen- 
erosity, to act as Emily’s mentor. “I told 
her, ‘OK, I'll take you on and show 
you.’ I'd never had any experience be- 
fore, but I'm from Philly and you just 
know about these things.” He felt obli- 
gated to live up to the legend about 
himself, evidently. Somehow it didn’t 
seem so bad, the way he explained it to 
The Boston Herald; “I was her paralegal 
advisor. I was supposed to be a pimp,” 
he added. 

“What I did, essentially, was noth- 
ing,” he modestly confessed. “I only told 
her what to do in order to be safe. I 
looked over her wardrobe. I told her 
not to proposition people directly and I 
allowed her to use my apartment.” 
Overton’s fox outfoxed him even in the 
most elementary matters. It still bothers 
him. “She said she went out four nights 
and made $90 in that time. My guess is 
that she made closer to $150. I got $30 
for all this. And $15 of it went to the 
cabby who escorted us back and forth. 
Then she got arrested for soliciting.” 

Emily had turned only three tricks 
for Overton before she was arrested. 
The same week that she ended her 
career with Ben, Ann introduced her to 
Julian Fredie. Ann was not especially 
fond of Emily after seeing her Combat 
Zone number. “She used to wear red 
dresses and black high-heeled shoes in 
the Combat Zone and she looked like 
a prostitute,” Ann said with distaste. 
“I dressed in ordinary college clothes 
and looked as if I came from the chorus 
of Handel’s Messiah, She thought of the 
experience as fun and games. I saw it as 
fun and work.” 

Emily's campy costume destroyed 
Ann’s illusions about the nature of her 


work. Ann wore decorous, understated 
attire, as if to indicate that she was 
tramping through the Combat Zone by 
mistake. She required a neat, moral 
justification for hooking. Economic ne- 
cessity served her purpose. Ann didn't 
whore simply to whore. Did that make 
her an innocent? Fredie didn’t think so, 

Fredie knocked on Emily’s door to 
make her an offer he thought she 
couldn’t refuse. “He told me he was a 
professor and the third biggest man in 
the Mafia, and was planning to be the 
first biggest man in the Mafia,” she 
testified in court, “I believed some of it 
and parts I didn’t.” He continued to list 
his occupations for her. “He described 
himself as a very important procurer,” 
she said, “either in Boston or on the 
East Coast. I’m not sure. To me, that 
meant he was a pimp.” 

Emily was beginning to feel that her 
expedition into the prostitute’s world 


had gone far enough. “I told him I, 


wasn't interested in turning tricks any- 
more,” she testified. But Fredie was in- 
sistent. “He said they were not tricks 
but clients.” He envisioned Emily as a 
high-class treat, a tony addition to his 
portfolio. Fredie said that he would 
take her off the streets and instead send 
the johns to her apartment. They would 
bring, he promised, from $250 to $500 
with them, and he graciously offered 
Emily half the cut. He made another 
offer: She should pose in the nude to 
“get a quick $1500°—the photographs 
to be sold to national magazines. She 
resisted the lure. “I wasn’t interested. I 
couldn’t handle it.” 

Fredie asked her how much she had 
made working for Overton. She con- 
fessed to taking in $90. He was enraged 
that she hadn’t earned that money for 
him. She testified that he threatened her 
by saying, “It would be worth it to me 
for that $90 you took away from my 
stable of women to have your face 
messed up, damaged permanently, or to 
have you killed!” She said that Fredie 
added that he might have Overton 
rubbed out on a $200 hit contract. 
Fredie ordered Emily to show up at his 
apartment to pose for pictures he would 
then show to prospective customers. If 
she failed to appear at the appointed 
time, he warned, he would find her 
wherever she was. He didn’t want to 
hear any back talk. 

“I was very upset,” Emily told the 
court. “This scared me. It terrified me. 
I was concerned enough to call the 
police immediately and pack my’ bags, 
in case I had to leave the city.” Her 
experiment in authenticity had become 
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THE HARVARD-RADCLIFFE PROSTITUTION RING Friends of 
Emily's say that she was close to having a nervous breakdown. 


too authentic. Her period of fear was 
brief; the police rushed to her aid, lis- 
tened to her story and promptly arrested 
Fredie and Overton. 

The trial was speedy. Fredie main- 
tained his innocence. “I do not have a 
prostitution ring,” he testified, although 
he confessed that he did give Emily a 
rundown on a modeling job once. 

While on the stand, Fredie was con- 
fronted with the girls’ claims that he had 
told them he was a pimp. “I was drunk 
at the time,” he pleaded. “I did tell them 
I was a pimp. That was a lie. I lied 
about myself. It has ruined my whole 
life. I have lost a good job—$22,000— 
and will probably never get another one. 
I destroyed a good family unit. I have 
destroyed my life for one foolish caper.” 

Fredie, no longer the owner of a Mid- 
dle Eastern construction company, the 
third top man in the Mafia, a professor 
or arranger of guest lectures, was found 
guilty of threatening Emily. “All of a 
sudden,” he said, “the whole world 
starts falling in on you.” Harvard, mean- 
while, dismissed him from his B&G 
post even before the verdict was issued. 

Daniel Steiner, Harvard's legal coun- 
sel, released a reassuring statement: 
“There were various rumors that other 
Harvard people aside from the few in- 
volved in the arrests had engaged in 
illegal activity. We have investigated 
carefully and have discovered no evi- 
dence whatsoever to support the ru- 
mors.” With that edict, Harvard ended 
the scandal. Its official word was gen- 
erally accepted as fact. 

The Irishmen who worked with 
Fredie retained their faith in him, 
though. They were sure that he was as 
big an operator as he had once claimed. 
While sitting in a working-class bar and 
placing bets on football games with the 
bartender, a group of Harvard janitors 
clung to their belief that Fredie kept a 
stable of more than 70 women. These 
included more than Radcliffe students; 
secretaries were also involved, they said. 
Why did the women work for Fredie? 
Opinion among the B&G men was 
unanimous: “They needed money for 
Christmas presents.” 

Ann, meanwhile, drifted into dance 
classes at New York University. She 
claimed to be engaged in serious self- 
exploration. “I’m into psychology books 
now,” she said. “I’m reading I’m OK— 
You're OK and How to Be Your Own 
Best Friend. They've both been on the 
best-seller list.” 

Overton was convicted of assault and 
battery, larceny and threatening, and 
was sentenced to two and one half years 


in the House of Correction, with a sus- 
pended sentence. He had already been 
suspended by Harvard for academic rea- 
sons. Seventeen-year-old David Daniels, 
who hung out with Overton, described 
him to a local reporter as “a bumbler 
when it came to being a pimp. He ran 
an off-the-wall operation. He didn’t 
know how to school his women.” Over- 
ton was real enough for Harvard, but 
he was out of his element on the fabled 
streets. He landed a job at Store 24 in 
Harvard Square, staring directly into 
Harvard Yard, but when the store man- 
ager checked his application, he discov- 
ered a significant discrepancy: Overton 
had failed to mention his recent con- 
viction. He was canned. 

“Emily laughs at me now whenever 
she sees me in the street,” he said 
ruefully. “To her, it’s all a big game. 
For me, it’s serious business. I have a 
wife and family.” 

Friends of Emily’s say that she was 
close to having a nervous breakdown at 
the time of the trial. She is still in 
school, however, attending classes every 
day, wearing the casual clothes of a 
student, her Levi’s tucked into her Frye 
boots. “Failure to behave with the ma- 
turity and the responsibility expected of 
Harvard and Radcliffe students” may 
result in expulsion, states the discipli- 
nary code. Emily apparently did not 
cross that threshold. 

A Harvard man, who in the past had 
run into trouble with the administration, 
explained that Emily's “nervous break- 
down” may have been her most clever 
ploy. “You can do almost anything at 
Harvard in the name of an incipient 
nervous breakdown. That’s the system; 
that’s Harvard justice. They expect you 
to agonize over your identity and over 
the possibilities you face.” 

Overton may have pretended to be 
a postgraduate in the ways of the South 
Philly streets, but he was only a sopho- 
more at Harvard. Emily may have been 
an ingénue in Blood Alley, but she was 
a senior in her understanding of Rad- 
cliffe’s foibles. In the end, it was she 
who beat the system. She knew how 
to deal with The Man—Dean of Stu- 
dents Archie Epps. And she knew the 
manners and customs of the big house— 
University Hall. 

Overton was a soph in more ways 
than one, and he took the fall. He didn’t 
know what the real scam was. He was in 
it for the money—a poor excuse. He 
may have presented himself as street- 
wise, but Emily was ghetto-smart in the 
only ghetto that finally mattered—Har- 
vard University. im 


oui 


micnoesl SOLeMs 


rr wear Blac ays a acrous 
“bie ee Fis 


SPECIALTY ITEMS 


PANTY HOSE (Not Shown) aMeER DELIGMT (e201) OPERA HOSE: SEAMED STOCKINGS (7122) not 
1 Black Boe aicervarieenan ants mot shown) in Hacky ot iow eh "en, 
y Belg Taupe ey Beh Lo 


Rat ‘les va 
oF Bist, Navy, Brown 00 pe 


se = ALL MAIL SENT DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WR. 
MICHAEL SALEM'S ayrati Varin tana] uemnene 
EXOTICA BOUTIQUE lel Bi 2nd choice 
PO Box 1781, Dept.) 
FDR Station, 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


ce 


Venclove payment in: (] CASH (7) CHECK (MO 


Ghoge my order om: CBAC C) AX mn TREASURE CHEST (09) 
zr, foul Soe: 

card # 
Sionature 


HW rccross 


VENUs GARTER BELT (qi00) Ml city 
Uiahtace looks easity in 83ck uy ot oe ot oo 
Rush Orders ~ add $5,00. Not applicable on checks 


FREE WITH ANY PURCHASE! 
‘exonders The Exclusive Michael Salem Catalog. Filled with Hundreds of Unusual items in regular and larger sizes. 


EXECUTIVE OFFICE: 220 EAST 57TH STREET ®N.Y.C. 10022 


“JEANS” 


brine ites She 
Featured in Don 
Outrageously realistic 
in detail, color, form and 
texture. A tantalizing 
ceramic art sculpture. 


$30 


Available only from: 


SIJAN 


2539 S. Shore Drive 
Milwaukee, WI 53207 


SENS 


@ PHONE CLUB ®@ 


e 
CALL 
@ TOLLFREE ® 


1-800-325-8146 6 


Pacificisiand girls want men 
to correspond with, Exotic, whole- 
some girls seek friends, romance, 
marriage. For information and 
pictures of actual gris wai 
You NOW, SEND $2 TODAY. 
CONTINENTAL PACIFIC 
PO Box 3546 — Dept. OM 
Thousand Oaks, CA 91359 


UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Kodacolor Dev. 12Ex. $3.90, 20x. $5.90 
Slides Developed 20Ex. $2.50, 36Ex. 

All 8mm Movies $3. Color reprints . 
Five Color copies & neg. of Polaroid 33, 


P.O. Box 258 
Spectra Photo 3.525 8, 43001 


THE LATTER-DAY INTRIGUES OF THE MORMON CHURCH The 
Mormon idea of utopia was that of an independent nation. 


(Continued from page 46) records 
were often burned, and members re- 
ferred to the council in code in their let- 
ters and diaries. 

In 1838, the Mormons first entered 
the world of covert operations, with the 
founding of a secret military organiza- 
tion bound together by oaths and secret 
passwords. Known variously as the 
Avenging Angels, the Sons of Dan and 
the Danites, members of this order—ac- 
cording to one who was also on the 
Council of Fifty—were “placed under 
the most sacred obligations that language 
could invent. They were sworn to stand 
by and sustain each other; sustain, pro- 
tect, defend and obey the leaders of the 
church unto death.” Allegedly established 
in self-defense against persecutors, the 
Danites were also linked to the brutal 
deaths of Mormon dissenters and of 
those Saints who concealed property 
from Church authorities. 

And then, in 1839, Smith urged the 
Saints to engage in simple intelligence 
gathering as a way of dealing with their 
persecutors. “We would suggest all the 
Saints gathering up the names of all 
persons who have had a hand in their 
oppressions,” he wrote. “And perhaps 
a committee can be appointed to find 
out these things, and to take statements 
and affidavits and also to gather up the 
libelous publications that are afloat.” 

HOW THE WEST WAS CONVERTED 

When they were pressured out of 
western Illinois and Missouri in 1846, 
the Saints, whose enthusiasm for terri- 
torial separatism and economic independ- 
ence was prodigious, began an epic 
trek across the frontier to the land that 
later was to become Utah. The journey 
amounted to a reliving of the Ex- 
odus. For more than a year, the Council 
of Fifty was the Mormons’ only govern- 
ment, It ordered roads built, levied taxes 
and allocated vital resources in the new 
Utah settlements. And as the Mormons 
straggled into the Great Salt Lake basin, 
the council—now led by Brigham 
Young, Smith’s successor—planned the 
formal establishment of the state of 
Deseret as an autonomous territory. 

Deseret (a Mormon term for honey- 
bee, a symbol of industriousness) was a 
vast tract worthy of Mormon national 
ambitions. As claimed by the Mormons, 
it encompassed all of present-day Utah, 
most of Nevada and Arizona, substantial 
portions of Wyoming, Colorado and 
New Mexico, sections of Idaho and Or- 


egon and almost half of California. The 
Mormons eventually settled for a much- 
reduced area, and the Utah Territory 
was born on September 9, 1850. Forty- 
six years later, the territory was admitted 
to the Union. 

Prior to statehood, the Mormon idea 
of utopia was that of an independent 
nation, founded on such unique institu- 
tions as polygamy, theocracy and eco- 
nomic communitarianism. When Utah 
joined the Union, these pillars of Mor- 
mon separatism receded in importance, 
as the Saints came to stress—even to 
exaggerate—their belief in America as 
the chosen nation, The acceptance of 
statehood was in no way an abandon- 
ment of the kingdom of God; in- 
stead, it was a strategic compromise that 
ended Federal harassment, The Saints 
continued their quest for a worldly 
empire and spiritual conformity. 

Church leaders have often gone to 
great lengths to ensure conformity and 
obedience. During the Mormon Refor- 
mation of 1854-1855, Brigham Young 
sent missionaries to every Mormon set- 
tlement to question each church member 
about his sins; today, all Mormon boys 
enter the priesthood at the age of 12 and 
are interrogated as to their living habits 
before they can rise in the ranks, 

The most serious Mormon sin of all is 
apostasy. As early as 1832, Joseph Smith 
had ordered that a record of all apostates 
be kept, while Brigham Young preached 
the doctrine of “blood atonement,” or 
capital punishment, for apostasy. Young 
apparently practiced the doctrine as well, 
according to Council of Fifty member 
John D. Lee: “It has always been a 
well-understood doctrine of the church 
that it was right and praiseworthy to kill 
every person who spoke evil of the 
prophet. No year passes without one or 
more of those who have spoken evil of 
Brigham Young being killed in a secret 
manner.” 

The centralized hierarchy of the 
church and the extreme measures under- 
taken to preserve it have both been re- 
tained to the present day. Power is still 
concentrated in the First Presidency and 
extends downward to the many stakes 
and wards; both the religious instruction 
and the social activities of young Mor- 
mons are tightly controlled by central 
church authorities. The favorite way of 
ensuring conformity still appears to be 
espionage—a fact that was recently in 
evidence at Brigham Young University 
in Provo. 
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THE LATTER-DAY INTRIGUES OF THE MORMON CHURCH It was said that Hughes considered Mor- 
mons to be reliable because they abstained from alcohol and were patriotic, loyal and self-reliant. 


church; an estimated 95 percent of its 
25,000 students are Mormons. It is not 
officially designated a religious institu- 
tion, even though, in 1966, the North- 
west Association of Secondary and 
Higher Schools reported that there were 
heavy curriculum restrictions at BYU 
in the fields of economics, politics and 
Mormon history. In 1967, the univer- 
sity’s administration recruited 15  stu- 
dents to spy on eight liberal faculty 
members; six of the eight professors 
were subsequently forced to resign. 

ZIONISM IS A FORM OF CAPITALISM 

Under Mormon theocracy, social con- 
trol is achieved as much by economic 
dependency as by religious conformity. 
Through its various holding companies, 
especially the Corporation of the First 
Presidency, the church operates a vast 
business empire that affects many aspects 
of daily life in every Mormon ward. 

Mormons pride themselves on being 
able to take care of their own and have 
devised an elaborate welfare system to 
provide for Saints in need. Welfare re- 
cipients are required to work for ex- 
tremely low wages in church-owned 
canneries, mills, farm and factories, and 
are provided with food and other essen- 
tials. Mormons prefer church welfare 
to state welfare; their system tends to 
keep vulnerable Mormons within the 
church’s orbit. 


The Saints can well afford their munif- 
icence. Church income, according to the 
best estimates, totals about $3,000,000 a 
day. The wealth comes from church- 
owned businesses, church-held invest- 
ments and the tithes that every Mormon 
is obliged to donate to the church. Most 
of this income is tax-free. Viewed as a 
business, the Mormon Church ranks as 
one of America’s 50 largest corporations; 
as a religious institution, it is the fourth- 
wealthiest church in the U.S. and, with 
only 4,000,000 members world-wide, the 
richest per capita. 

The Mormon economic empire in- 
cludes a conglomerate that owns finance 
companies, real estate and Zions First 
National Bank, which was founded by 
Brigham Young. The church also has a 
controlling interest in the Utah and 
Idaho Sugar Company, a major producer 
of beet sugar. It owns insurance com- 
panies (including Beneficial Life), several 
hotels and motels, a 700,000-acre farm in 
Florida, an 80,000-acre ranch in Can- 
ada, a village in Hawaii, the Salt Lake 
City daily Deseret News and various ra- 
dio and TY stations around the country. 

Among the church’s other assets is a 
$20,000,000 investment—only recently 
come to light—in The Times Mirror 
Company, which owns, among other 
things, the Los Angeles Times, The Dal- 
las Times-Herald and Long Island’s daily 


“My Leo holds the Guinness world record 
for owning the most copies of the ‘Guinness Book 
of World Records.’” 


Newsday. According to reliable reports, 
the church also has a substantial interest 
in the Safeway Stores supermarket chain. 

All of this wealth is administered by 
high-level church officials, who consti- 
tute a majority on the boards of church 
companies; the other directors are usu- 
ally Mormon businessmen of no high 
church rank. Together, these men form 
a network that extends into many non- 
Mormon areas of the economy and that 
occasionally leads to close ties between 
the church and private corporations. 

For example, the board of directors 
of the mammoth Kennecott Copper 
Corporation interlocks with the church 
hierarchy and with Zions Utah Bancor- 
poration; Kennecott’s headquarters used 
to be located in downtown Salt Lake City 
in a building owned and built by the 
Mormon Church. In recent years, Mor- 
mons have also been directors of the 
Union Pacific Railroad, Phillips Petro- 
leum, Anaconda, Pet Incorporated, Na- 
bisco, Bankers Trust and American 
National Insurance. 

The best-known—and still the most 
mysterious—concentration of Mormons 
in the business world is that within the 
Howard Hughes empire. Beginning in 
the early Fifties, perhaps earlier, Hughes 
began hiring Mormons in substantial 
numbers, first as chauffeurs and couriers, 
and eventually as executives and security 
men. It was said that Hughes considered 
Mormons to be reliable because they 
abstained from tobacco and alcohol and 
were patriotic, loyal and self-reliant. 
Whatever his reasons, we know that 
Hughes spent his last 15 years seeing 
practically no one but Mormons. 

Known as the Mormon Mafia, the 
group around Hughes included such ob- 
scure figures as Levar Myler, recently 
fired as a director of the Summa Cor- 
poration, Hughes’s personal holding 
company; Howard Eckersley, a promi- 
nent church member who helped man- 
age Hughes’s Las Vegas interests; and 
personal aides Johnny Holmes and 
George Francom. Frank W. “Bill” Gay, 
current president of Summa and the 
man responsible for hiring most of the 
Mormon Mafia, is a devout Mormon, 
active in such church projects as the 
Polynesian Culture Center in Hawaii. 
Gay’s top assistant, Summa _ vice-presi- 
dent Kay Glenn, is also a Mormon. 

In light of this group’s presence, it is 
important to note that a large part of 
the Hughes connection to Watergate was 
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a Mormon connection, and that Hughes’s 
tremendous financial power depended on 
his ability to control politicians, espe- 
cially those in Washington. The mem- 
bers of the Mormon Mafia, who have 
been in almost total control of Hughes’s 
fortune from late 1970 to the present 
day, also have their own powerful con- 
nections in the Federal Government. 
CHURCH AND STA1 

Over the years, a number of Mormon 
legislators haye gone to Washington. 
Perhaps the most notable of these is 
Wallace Bennett, who served Utah in 
the Senate for 24 years beginning in 
1951, Bennett was a leader of the Mor- 
mon community in Washington and the 
author of Why 1 Am a Mormon, a tract 
popular with church proselytizers. Ben- 
nett was an important Washington po- 
litical figure as well, serving for several 
years as chairman of the Joint Commit- 
tee on Atomic Energy and as an influ- 
ential voice in the Senate Republican 
minority. 

Mormons have also held top positions 
in the Executive branch: Ezra Taft Ben- 
son, now next in line for the church 
presidency, was Secretary of Agriculture 
in the Eisenhower Administration; John 
Kennedy picked Mormon Stewart Udall 
as Secretary of the Interior; and Nixon 
appointed Mormons David Kennedy as 
Secretary of the Treasury and George 
Romney as Secretary of Housing and 
Urban Development. 

Other agencies where Mormons are or 
have been employed in key positions in- 
clude the Bureau of Indian Affairs (the 
church runs several schools on Indian 
reservations), the National Aeronautics 
and Space Administration (director James 
Fletcher), the Securities and Exchange 
Commission (where Hamer Budge was 
appointed chairman by Nixon in 1970), 
the Federal Communications Commis- 
sion (where Rosel Hyde was chairman 
during the Nixon Administration), the 
Departments of HEW, Transportation, 
Labor, Commerce and Treasury, the 
President’s Council of Economie Ad- 
visers and the Office of Management 
and Budget. Two Mormons have served 
as U.S. Commissioner of Education, 
and another, Ivy Baker Priest, has been 
U. S. Treasurer. 

Mormons were found in abundance 
in Richard Nixon’s inner circle. One of 
Nixon’s closest friends and most loyal 
supporters was J. Willard Marriott, the 
hotel-and-restaurant tycoon who em- 
ployed Nixon’s brother, Donald, for 
many years and who headed Nixon's In- 
auguration committees in both 1969 and 
1973. Marriott has been president of the 
Washington Mormon Church and has 
donated more than $1,000,000 to BYU. 


Nixon seemed to have a deep appre 
tion for Marriott's business successes: 
“They don’t drink the stuff,” he is heard 
to remark on the White House tapes, 
“but they sure make a lot of money 
selling it.” 

Joining Marriott on the 1973 Inaugu- 
ration committee—as general counsel— 
was Robert W. Barker, an active and 
high-ranking churchman whose Washing- 
ton law firm of Wilkinson, Cragun & 
Barker is dominated by Mormons, One 
of Barker’s law partners is Ernest L, Wil- 
kinson, the longtime president of BYU 
who took full responsibility for the in- 
famous spy ring operating there in the 
Sixties. 


DIAL M FOR MORMON 

In the summer of 1972, a young Mor- 
mon, Howard Berry Godfrey, blew the 
whistle on an organization that he had 
led on a right-wing terrorist campaign in 
San Diego. Earlier that year, members of 
this organization had fired into the home 
of a local antiwar activist and helped 
blow up a pornographic movie theater. 

When Godfrey turned state’s evidence, 
he disclosed that these acts were part of 
a grand antileft strategy on the part of 
the Secret Army’ Organization, a para- 
military group that had evolved in early 
1970 from remnants of Southern Cali- 
fornia chapters of the Minutemen. God- 
frey also revealed that the S.A.O, was 
a participant in a five-year-old street war 
against San Diego’s New Left, which 
had been supported and partly financed 
by the local office of the FBI. 

The man ultimately responsible for 
Godfrey's role in the S.A.O. was a 
prominent Mormon attorney, J. Clifford 
Wallace. According to Wallace (who was 
named to the Federal bench by Nixon 
in 1970), Godfrey came to him in 1967 
seeking “religious counsel” after having 
been invited to join the Minutemen. 
Wallace’s “counseling” included putting 
Godfrey in touch with two Mormon 
agents in the San Diego FBI office, who 
subsequently recruited Godfrey as an 
BI informant and agent provocateur. 
Godfrey's case officer was a third Mor- 
mon, agent Steve Christiansen, to whom 
Godfrey reported daily for five years, 

Mormon ties to the far right may go 
well beyond the S.A.O. episode. Min- 
utemen leader Robert DePugh has said 
that one of the group’s mysterious 
“founding fathers” was a Mormon 
Church official, 

Prominent Mormons have been in- 
volved in other scandalous intrigues, and 
there is even a church connection to the 
South Korean lobby, now under Jus- 
tice Department and Congressional in- 
vestigation for having bribed U.S. 
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ly involved in the CIA. 


Congressmen. One of the first names to 
surface in the scandal was that of former 
Congressman Richard T. Hanna, a Mor- 
mon who was allegedly responsible for 
having introduced Korean businessman 
Tongsun Park, a central figure in the 
bribery scandal, to House Democratic 
leaders. Moreover, in 1975, the public- 
relations firm headed by former Nixon 
Congressional liaison William Timmons 
received $60,000 from Tongsun Park 
for consultant services at the same time 
it was doing PR for the Mormon 
Church; the firm employs several Mor- 
mons who worked with Timmons on the 
White House staff, some of whom had 
also previously worked for Senator Wal- 
lace Bennett. 
GOD WAS MY UNINDICTED 
CO-CONSPIRATOR 

Robert Foster Bennett is best-known 
to Watergate buffs for three things: He 
is the son of that pillar of the Mormon 
Church, former Utah Senator Wallace 
Bennett; he was president of Robert 
R. Mullen & Company, the Washington- 
based public-relations firm that employed 
E. Howard Hunt at the time of the 
Watergate break-in; and, since the re- 
lease of a CIA document confirming that 
Bennett was an unacknowledged source 
for Washington Post reporter Bob Wood- 
ward, he has become the popular choice 
for the role of Woodward's unidentified 
“Deep Throat” source. 

In his 1973-1974 investigation of the 
CIA’s role in Watergate, Senator How- 
ard Baker uncovered the extent of Ben- 
nett’s involvement in the pre-Watergate 
activities of Hunt and Liddy. Much of the 
Watergate planning took place at Hunt's 
Mullen & Company office. Bennett 
participated in several of the projects 
Hunt undertook for the White House, 
including the release of a statement by 
LT.T. lobbyist Dita Beard from her 
Denver hospital room. Also, according 
to Baker’s report, “Bennett asked for 
and received from Hunt a price estimate 
for bugging Clifford Irving for Hughes.” 
Finally Bennett was an intermediary be- 
tween Hunt and Liddy in the frantic days 
following the break-in. 

The most plausible explanation for 
Bennett's success in avoiding prosecu- 
tion in the Watergate affair (he never 
even testified in public after the original 
trial of the burglars in early 1973) is the 
fact that Mullen & Company was deep- 
ly involved in the CIA. The CIA had had 
officers posing as employees in Mullen’s 
foreign offices since the Fifties, and in 
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the early Sixties, two CIA officers who 
regularly debriefed Soviet and Chinese 
defectors opened a Mullen office in 
Stockholm. When the Stockholm office 
was closed a few years later, one of the 
officers set up a Mullen office in Amster- 
dam and the other did the same in 
Mexico City. Yet another CIA officer 
was Mullen’s representative in Singapore. 

Following the disclosure of Howard 
Hunt’s role in the Watergate break-in, 
the CIA seems to have decided to close 
all of the overseas Mullen offices. Al- 
though there were hints in the press 
immediately after the break-in of an 
even deeper Mullen-CIA relationship, 
the secret of the overseas cover arrange- 
ment was not publicly disclosed until 
the release of the Baker report in 1974. 
On the instructions of his case officer, 
Bennett concealed his CIA ties from 
the Watergate grand jury; he was pro- 
tecting not only the Agency but also the 
interests of his firm, hoping that the 
CIA would agree to allow his foreign 
offices to remain open. 

Our investigation of Mullen & 
Company, including interviews with 
Bennett and several other employees, 
has disclosed several new details regard- 
ing Bennett's far-flung connections. We 
learned, for example, that the relation- 
ship between the CIA and Mullen & 


Company went far beyond the overseas 
cover arrangement. We also discovered 
that Bennett's ties to the Mormons work- 
ing for Hughes went back further in 
time than he had previously revealed. 
But perhaps the most startling discovery 
we made was that for 16 years Mul- 
len & Company had been the chief 
Washington public-relations representa- 
tive for the Mormon Church. 

Robert R. Mullen, who founded his 
public-relations firm in 1953, is not 
a Mormon but a Christian Scientist. His 
original list of clients included the tour- 
ist bureaus of the governments of 
Mexico and Yugoslavia, the U.S. De- 
partments of Agriculture and Com- 
merce, the General Foods Corporation, 
the Ford Foundation and the American 
Bar Association. Two years after his of- 
fice opened, Mullen was approached by 
the Mormon Church to promote the first 
European tour of the Mormon Taber- 
nacle Choir, and this led to a contract 
to represent the church in Washington. 

When Robert Bennett came to Mul- 
len in 1971, he was continuing a career 
saturated with Mormon connections. 
While on his mission to England in 1954 
and 1955, Bennett says, he met Robert 
Mullen for the first time and participated 
in the local arrangements for a Taber- 
nacle Choir concert in Glasgow. Later, 


in 1968, Bennett served under Mullen as 
vice-chairman of public relations for 
Nixon and Agnew, and through this con- 
nection landed a job in the new Adminis- 
tration as Congressional liaison for the 
Transportation Department. 

While Bennett was at Mullen & Com- 
pany, the firm maintained an extensive 
relationship with the CIA both abroad 
and at home. In 1971, a Mullen sub- 
sidiary called Interprogres was formed 
to promote East-West trade; according 
to reliable reports, the CIA used Inter- 
progres on at least one occasion to ar- 
range a transaction in Yugoslavia. After 
telling us at first that he knew nothing 
about Interprogres, Bennett admitted 
that, along with several former CIA em- 
ployees, he is a director of the company. 
He denied the Yugoslavia story, how- 
ever, and said that Interprogres had no 
ties to the CIA. 

The Mormon Church, however, con- 
tinued to be a client of Mullen & Com- 
pany under Bennett's ownership until 
Watergate sufficiently embarrassed the 
Saints into canceling the contract. Ben- 
nett is now public-relations director for 
the Summa Corporation, and he is still 
active in the Mormon Church. 

By skillfully and selectively leaking 
information to the press and Govern- 
ment investigators, Bennett was able to 
further implicate the Nixon White 
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You can always turn the page. 
Or tell us it’s none of our damn busi- 
ness. But still, what sort of orgasm 


does she have? 


Short? Perfunctory? Thanks- 
a-lot-and-we-really-should-do-this- 


again-sometime? Or is it long? 
Loud? Deep? 


We hope it’s the latter. If not, 


maybe we can help (and if you've 
never really turned a woman on, 
there’s nothing like it!), 


We've discovered this product. 


Not a fully illustrated sex manual, 


or a bottle of Yummee Sex Pills or a 


scorching stag film. 

It’s something else entirely. 
And it works (boy, does it work). 

Our discovery began back in 
1973 with a guy named Scott and a 
girl he liked very (very, very) much. 

Unfortunately, that sums it up. 
Because when the day ended and the 
lights went out, the beautiful thing 
the two of them were building started 
to crumble. 

Not for Scott, mind you. Like 
most men, sex was easy for him. But 
while Scott was enjoying the last 
shudders of relief, she was making 
that lonely trip to the bathroom. 

Now, don’t be so quick to judge. 
Scott was aware of her problem and 
he really cared about her. So he got 


like a thousand little tongues...” 


her to talk about it. 

She said she was tense. Tight. 
That as much as she wanted to, she 
just couldn't make it all the way. So 
she faked it. Or tried. 

Getting the problem out into 
the open didn’t help. In fact, the more 
they talked, the more tense and nerv- 
ous they both got. 

So Scott tried to find another 
solution. He read a bunch of books 
and talked to a lot of people. 

‘Then, after rummaging 
through all the underground liter- 
ature, he discovered a product that 
looked just right. 

And that night, with their new 
discovery, they both experienced the 
kind of orgasm you either read about 
in books or hear through the walls 
of Travel Inn Motels. 

Since they couldn't keep call- 
ing it “that device,” Scott's girl 
gave it a name. The “Clitoral Kiss.” 
She said, “It’s like a thousand little 
tongues giving the most erotic, 
fleeting kisses.” 

The Clitorial Kiss is specifical- 
ly designed for you to wear. Which 
is an added attraction. While the 
Clitoral Kiss is stimulating her, 
it’s also doing some very nice things 
to you. 

You can get the Clitoral Kiss 


for just $12.95 (plus 75¢ postage). 
And, unlike other companies, we 
give you a money back guarantee. 
‘0 if you return it to us in 30 days (al- 

though we can't imagine why you'd 
want to) we'll promptly refund your 
money. What's more, we won't put 
your name on any mailing lists. Nor 
will we sell it to the guys who do. 

That's about it, Except to say 
one more thing: Just for once, con- 
sider doing something that will ex- 
cite your lady right out of her mind! 

And maybe some night soon 
you'll be the couple somebody hears 
through the wall. 


XANDRIA, P.O. Box 31039, Dept.011 
San Francisco, CA 94131 


Enclosed is my check or money order for 
$13.70 ($12.95 plus 75¢ postage) (Calif. res. add 
Sales tax), Please rash my “Chitoral Kiss" in 
aplain package. 


Lam an adult. _years old, 


(Signature required) 


Stimula me. 


Want to give me so much in bed 
that I ask for more? It’s easier than 
you think. All it takes is a man who 
knows what I like. And I like 
Stimula®the condom designed espe- 
cially to give extra pleasure to 
women. 

You see, Stimula has 877 ribs that 
let you touch and caress me in 
ways I never dreamed 
possible. To add some- 
thing new and different 
tolovemaking. And it has 
a special lubricant that 
works with my own 
natural secretions. So 
everything comes beau- 
tifully and effortlessly. 
Stimula is pre-shaped 
to cling to you like a 


SPECIALLY RI > 
DESIGNED FOR HER PLEASU 


Stimula® is a registered trademark of Akwell Industries, Inc. 


second skin. And made of latex so 
thin, we can feel each other’s body 
heat. 

When I get together with a man 
and Stimula, I feel super sexy. So 
sexy, in fact, that I want to take all 
you've got to give me. 

Next time you're ready for this 
kind of sensuous excitement, make 
sure youunderstandtwo 
little words. Stimula 
me. And make it an un- 
forgettable night. For 
both of us. 


The condom is still the best 
known safeguard against 
Venereal Disease. For more 
information on prevention 
detection, and treatment of 
VD, write: Akwell Industries, 
Inc., Dothan, Ala. 36301. 
AkwellIndustries, Inc. ©1977 


LATTER-DAY INTRIGUES Hired 
to spy on Democrats. 


House in Watergate while at the same 
time distracting attention from the con- 
nections to his company, to the CIA, to 
Hughes and to his fellow Mormons. 

Several days before the Watergate 
break-in, for example, Bennett learned 
that Howard Hunt had hired a young 
Mormon and BYU student named 
Thomas Gregory to spy on the Demo- 
crats while posing as a campaign 
worker for Senator George McGovern. 
Gregory regularly reported campaign 
intelligence to Hunt and was paid hand- 
somely for it. 

After a close call during a burglary 
attempt at McGovern headquarters, 
Gregory got cold feet; he told Bennett 
about Hunt’s activities and went home 
to Utah. Less than a week later, the 
Watergate arrests took place. While FBI 
agents were scouring the country looking 
for Hunt, Bennett was telling everyone 
that he had no idea whether or not Hunt 
had been involved in the break-in, Ben- 
nett says he told the prosecutors every- 
thing he knew about Watergate in July 
1972. In fact, he withheld his knowledge 
of the Gregory-McGovern episode for 
another six months. When asked why he 
kept silent about Gregory, Bennett said, 
“I didn’t want to ruin the kid’s life.” He 
added that he and Gregory had consulted 
a lawyer after the break-in and were told 
they had no legal responsibility to discuss 
the Mormon student's work for Hunt 
with Government investigators. 

Later, the Special Prosecutor's of- 
fice told Bennett that Gregory's actions 
were part of the over-all criminal con- 
spiracy that had led to the Watergate 
break-in. We asked Bennett whether, in 
view of his own pre-Watergate knowl- 
edge of Gregory's activities, his own 
actions were part of the same conspiracy. 
“Not as the prosecutors interpreted 
them,” he replied. 

THE SAINTS’ BLACK RADIO 

A few days after the Watergate break- 
in, information surfaced in the press 
that linked Robert Mullen to an or- 
ganization formed in 1960 called the 
Cuban Freedom Committee, and a CIA 
memo released in 1975 confirmed that 
Mullen was “instrumental in the forma- 
tion” of the Cuban Freedom Committee. 
According to Watergate authority J. An- 
thony Lukas, the committee was “fi- 
nanced by $2,000,000 in CIA money 
funneled through various foundations.” 

Among other things, the Cuban Free- 
dom Committee produced radio pro- 
grams for broadcast over several stations 
in the early Sixties. Time magazine has 
Teported that the Mullen company 
assisted in the preparation of these 


oul 


broadcasts, some of which were part of 
the propaganda offensive during the 
Bay of Pigs. Thus, the Mullen com- 
pany’s hiring of Howard Hunt after his 
retirement from the CIA in 1970 takes 
on added interest: Hunt had played a 
key role ten years earlier in the propa- 
ganda and political aspects of the Bay 
of Pigs planning and had known Robert 
Mullen since 1949, when Mullen served 
as head of public relations for the Mar- 
shall Plan and Hunt used the cover of 
the Marshall Plan’s Paris office as a 
young CIA officer. 

One station carrying the committee’s 
programs was WRUL in New York, a 
unique short-wave station with com- 
mercial programing beamed to Europe, 
Africa, the Middle East and Latin 
America. The C.F.C.-WRUL deal was 
signed on September 30, 1960, at about 
the time the CIA began active planning 
of the April 1961 Cuban invasion. 
About two years later, WRUL was 
bought by the Mormon Church. We 
have learned that the Saints had a strong 
influence at the station before this time, 
and that the Cuban Freedom Committee's 
broadcasts over WRUL continued after 
the Mormons acquired the station. 

We have also learned from interviews 
with several people directly involved with 
WRUL’s operations that the CIA has 
had a long and close relationship with 
the station. Despite the fact that WRUL 
shared some of its programing with 
Radio Swan, the CIA-owned-and-oper- 
ated station in the Caribbean that played 
a key role in the Bay of Pigs invasion, 
WRUL officials denied having any 
knowledge at the time that the CIA was 
in any way involved in its broadcasts. 
Nevertheless, a former WRUL news di- 
rector told us that the CIA regularly 
monitored WRUL’s mail during the Bay 
of Pigs period. 

We also uncovered at least one in- 
stance where an exile group’s use of the 
station created an international incident. 
For three years, beginning in 1965, a 
program called United Haitienne Inter- 
nationale was broadcast six mornings a 
week over the Mormon-owned WRUL; 
it was produced by the Haitian Coalition, 
a loose grouping of exiles opposed to the 
repressive regime of Haitian dictator 
Frangois “Papa Doc” Duvalier. The 
group had access to information about 
Duvalier’s daily movements from agents 
planted in the presidential palace, and 
they incorporated this information into 
their broadcasts—to the great embarrass- 
ment of Duvalier. Reliable reports that 
the Coalition’s programs were CIA- 
backed met with a firm denial from Ray- 
mond Joseph, a former secretary-general 


of the Haitian Coalition who now works 
for the Wall Street Journal. “We did the 
programs,” he told us, “and those were 
our spies in the palace.” 

Duvalier protested in vain to the State 
Department. “We offered Duvalier equal 
time,” says Rolf Brent, former president 
of WRUL. Brent also claimed that the 
Haitian program was a purely commer- 
cial transaction, despite the fact that the 
$200-an-hour rate charged the Coalition 
was well below WRUL’s standard rate. 
Coalition leader Joseph said that, follow- 
ing Duvalier’s protest, his group was 
asked by the State Department to sub- 
mit transcripts of its programs. They 
were otherwise left alone, he added, be- 
cause everyone at that time was against 
Papa Doc, American aid to Haiti had 
been cut off for years, and the U. S. was 
officially in favor of ousting Duvalier. 

Mormon historian Klaus Hansen has 
said of the Mormon Church that it was 
America’s religious declaration of inde- 
pendence. Mormons like to say that 
violent separatism and belief in divine 
guidance are hallmarks of both the 
church’s founders and America’s found- 
ing fathers. 

The analogy may go further than that: 
While many historians insist that the 
radical impulses of the Declaration of 
Independence had a conservative coun- 
terpart in the Constitution, the Mor- 
mons, despite separatist impulses even 
stronger than those of 1776, repeated 
the conservative reaction of the colo- 
nists—and in a most extraordinary 
fashion. What had been a gathering com- 
munity of Saints dedicated to a strict 
separation of church and federal state 
today has institutional links with Gov- 
ernment departments, bureaus and agen- 
cies. There is a high degree of individual 
participation in Government by Mor- 
mons, as well as in the legal and illegal 
operations of the intelligence community. 
Individual initiative and institutional al- 
liance should not be confused, but the 
weight of history cannot be ignored. 

Once Utah was a state, Mormon na- 
tionalism was wed to American nation- 
alism. Certain separatist aspects of the 
religion were dropped and the institu- 
tions of the church came to support and 
depend upon the dominant economic 
forces and social ideology of America. 
The conservative emphasis on preserving 
Zion has doctrinal counterparts promis- 
ing some form of physical survival after 
death. These beliefs are based on per- 
sistent fears of social decay. By no means 
exclusive to the Mormons, such fears 
have always fueled the zealots of church 
and nation alike. iO) 


SOFT 
YET 
FIRM! 


* Caress is softer and 
more pliable than any 
other vibrator. 

* You can fondle and 
bend Caress. 

* You can manipulate Caress to suit 
your own whims and desires. 

Yet... Caress is firm—like the real thing 

When you receive Caress, you or your 
lover should hold it in the palm of your 
hand and feel its divinely exciting tex- 
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along 
its length. 

Now, allow yourself to experience the 
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Do 
it! Take firm hold of Caress and discover 
all its beautiful secrets. 

Don't permit yourself to settle for any- 
thing less. Experience 

“the Delicate Difference.” 

ORDER CARESS NOW! 
[Valentine Inc. Dept. CR-15)_ 
P.O. Box 5200 FOR Station 
New York, N.Y. 10022 
Enclosed please find my check or money order 
for $9.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling 
Please rush me Caress—the Vibrator with the 
“Delicate Difference” ina plain package today 


Name 
Signature 
Tim over 18 years of age 
Address. 
icity State. Zip. 


GET ON UP! 
WITH 


Evenif she wants it again and again and again, 
you won't disappoint her. Mr. Big is an amaz- 
ingly effective erection cream. A small amount 
will give you the most fabulous erection you 
ever had. And your erection lasts longer than 
ever before! 

Sock it to her like she's never had it before. 
She will be amazed with your virility and stay- 
ing power. Just rub some on and it vanishes, 
leaving only a fine stately erection. 

Don't delay. Try it now for two weeks. If you 
don't achieve amazing results, send back the 
unused portion and you will receive a full and 
immediate refund. 

YES, YOU WILL BE BIGGER AND 
STRONGER THAN EVER BEFORE. ORDER 
MR. BIG RIGHT NOW! 


F — — el 


Valentine Products, Inc., Dept. MB-10¢ 
P.O. Box 5200, FDA'Station, NYC, NY 10022 


Enclosed please find my check or money 
order for $4.95 + 75¢ for postage and han- 
dling. Please rush me my supply of Mr. Big ina 
plain unmarked package. | understand that if it 
doesn't give me fuller and longer lasting erec- 
tions again and again, | may return it within two 
weeks for 2 full refund. 


Tam over 16 
pidge 


| ow 


——— zip 
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NEXT MONTH 


THE GIRLS OF RUSS MEYER 
Ann-Marie, Kitten and June, fresh || 
from Meyer’s hottest movie yet. 


°78 DATEBOOK LATIN 
CALENDAR LOVERS 

13—count ’em— | from Valentino 
great girls! to Sly Stallone. 

(«GET US EVERY MONTH a 


(211 year for $12 (save $7.00) [] Payment enclosed 
Charge to my [] Master Charge [] BankAmericard 
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HOW TO MAKEA WOMAN COME 
Advice on the care and feeding 
of the little man in the boat. 


THE 
MERCENARY 
MYSTIQUE 
‘Soldier of 
Fortune’”’ editor 
Bob Brown 
on today’s 
guns for hire. 


EXTREMIST 
GLAMOR 
At last: 
what 
Seventies 
fashion is 
all about. 


THE TOY WARS 
Special report 
on an industry 

that isn’t all 
fun and games. 


AT YOUR 
NEWSSTAND 


NOVEMBER 11 


TENSE? ANXIOUS? BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? No fetus 
wants to give up that Holiday Inn living, the womb. 


(Continued from page 58) off uncon- 
sciousness, But that gave me another 
problem, which was: Why did this hap- 
pen? Why did the sauna induce uncon- 
sciousness? I thought about it, and the 
only reason I could give myself was that 
it had plugged me into the memory of 
being in the womb so strongly—that is, 
the heat—that it blocked out my con- 
sciousness between now and then. 

“In the previous sales job I had, I had 
a boss who had certain restrictions, cer- 
tain times when I was supposed to be at 
work and such. I'd usually manage to get 
out of bed at 7 or 7:30 in the morning 
and get to work on time. I'd make maybe 
one or two appointments, then I'd get a 
compulsion to sleep, and I'd lie down on 
the front seat of the car and just sleep. 
And that went on for months. In spite of 
it, I doubled the sales in my territory. 
Imagine what I could have done if I 
hadn’t gone to sleep on the job. 

“Anyhow, I decided that I wasn’t go- 
ing to be successful unless it felt good 
to be successful. So I decided to hang 
out in my apartment until I felt good. 
I didn’t care if I was the first human 
being in history who ever felt good, I was 
going to feel good—t didn’t give a shit 
if anyone else ever achieved it. 

“Td lie in my bathtub for what 
seemed like forever, and I'd have a 
sudden urge to get out and do some- 
thing. There was a terrible urgency: 
Something awful would happen if I 
didn’t get out. I'd be evicted from my 
apartment or I’d lose some business op- 
portunity, But what I would say is: Why 
don’t I just stay here and miss the oppor- 
tunity, or not pay my rent and see what 
happens? So I just sat through all that 
urgency. And every time I sat in the 
bathtub longer than I was supposed to, I 
got some fantastic* revelation about 
something. I did that hundreds of times. 
I even slept in my bathtub. I developed 
the ability to put my head back and 
sleep with my eyes under and my nose 
and mouth out. So, when the water got 
cold, I'd just turn on the tap with my 
foot without even moving and go back 
to sleep. And that’s how rebirthing 
was invented.” I wonder that Leonard 
Orr isn’t all wrinkles—like a chunk of 
brain coral. 

Every rebirth session leads off with a 
reading—aloud—from Dr. Frederick 
Leboyer'’s Birth Without Violence. Dr. 
Leboyer and Orr came to roughly the 
same conclusions about trauma number 
one at roughly the same time: Birth is a 
bummer. No fetus wants to give up that 
Holiday Inn living, the womb. Then, tha- 


rump: Uterine walls start to disgorge. 
You get extruded: salad dressing from 
one of those squeegy airline containers. 
Into thunderous noise, acrid light, mean 
gravity. Up to now, you can still breathe 
through the old navel plumbing; but, so 
mother should know he’s worth $200 a 
visit, some dingbat obstetrician cuts it 
first thing, and, baby, if you don’t inhale 
quick, you die. That initial breath is 
razors going down: bitter, desperate, ter- 
rorizing. Then, just to make you feel 
greeted, Dr. Jekyll will hang you upside 
down like an entree at Zum Zum and 
give you three of his best on the tookus. 
By contrast, Leboyer (who has since 
been rebirthed by Orr) slides the infants 
he delivers out into semidark and quiet. 
He doesn’t attack the cord. Later he 
“rebirths” each infant in a warm bath. 
The book is very convincing, but some- 
how I didn’t think it applied to me. I 
mean, I’m all here: Birth trauma is for 
people who bed-wet ant! drool on their 
lapels. I wasn’t in Walton because I had 
more hang-ups than a moth closet. I was 
there to write for our magazine. 

“The real function of rebirthing is to 
dissolve the substance of the birth trau- 
ma. We learned to breathe in the middle 
of pain and we made the conclusion fool- 
ishly and ignorantly that breathing is 
painful. Basically rebirthing is healing 
the breath. The thing about rebirthing is: 
You can drop stuff. You can pump emo- 
tional problems and physical illnesses 
out of your body with your breath in 
just a few minutes. The key to it is to 
receive pleasure from breathing. If you 
can get pleasure from breathing, it’s real 
easy to be in constant pleasure. Rebirth- 
ing is a physical experience. You expe- 
rience the birth trauma, but it’s so fast 
that it bypasses your observation. It’s 
more observable to the rebirther than it 
is to the rebirthee. You aren’t observing 
the trauma, you're creating it—or un- 
creating it. See, it’s bullshit. The birth 
trauma isn’t there. That's the paradox: 
‘You say, if only I could experience 
something painful enough, bad enough, 
then I'd be free. You're going back to 
the trauma and finding nothing there.” 
Orr laughs. “There’s no way you can 
experience enough pain to earn bliss. So 
you might as well just be blissful. 

“The first person I ever rebirthed was 
totally regressed to infancy in 15 min- 
utes. Now, I didn’t know that it was my 
presence that caused it. I thought that it 
was the water. And that’s why we got 
hooked into hot tubs. Until we finally 
realized—after rebirthing 2000 or 3000 
people—that the water wasn’t necessary. 


Give yourself the 
masculine look with 
Bulger Undergear 


Yes! Now you can have the appearance 
of size and power that drives women 
wild with desire. You'll have the same 
potently virile look as you've seen in 
Hollywood superstars and heavyweight 
fighters. 

That's right! You can get in on the 
secret that the Hollywood and Madison 
Avenue image-makers have been using 
for years — the secret of “the virile 
look”. 

Remember! Bulger Undergear will 
enlarge the appearance of your penis, 
and...it will give you the degree of 
uplift, protrusion and erection that are 
the essential ingredients needed for 
that virile masculine look. 

Bulger Undergear is effective, simple 
and a unique pleasure to wear. Made of 
100% textured nylon, it is worn under 
your clothes exactly as you would wear 
underwear. No one will be able to know 
that you are wearing it, yet they will all 
be astounded by the difference. 

Why shouldn't you have that masculine 
look that women notice immediately? 
Place your order right now for Bulger 
Undergear and we'll rush it to your 
home in a plain, unmarked package. Try 
it out for 2 weeks, wherever and when- 
ever you like. If you aren't absolutely 
ecstatic over your new look and the 
reactions to it...then just return it for 
a full and 

immediate 

refund. 

Give 
yourself the 
masculine 
look today 
for only 
$9.95 with 
Bulger 
Undergear. 


valentine Products, Inc. Dept.BG-139 | 
P.O. Box 5200 | 
F.D.R. Station, N.Y. 10022 
Gentlemen: | 
| would like to get in on the secret of 
the masculine look. Enclosed please find | 
my check or money order for $9.95 plus | 
75¢ for postage and handling. | under- 
stand that my Bulger Undergear will | 
arrive in a plain unmarked package and | 
that | may return it within 14 days for a 
full refund if | am not satisfied for any | 
| 
! 
! 
I 
| 
| 
| 


reason whatsoever. 
Name. 


Signature. 
Address. 


am over 18 years oF age) 


city ____state____zp. 


O mastercharge © BankAmericard 


InterBank Exp. Date 


PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE 


‘One of the most beautiful and 
practical books on physical 
love ever published. Over 
195 photographsin color and 
biack-angsnite of 


ore: 
field of physical love, include 
ing the building of sexual 
power, sexual stimulation, 


in soft cover ior just $2.95 
320 pages Salistaction guar- 
anteed or your money back 


‘Adam & Eve, Dept 
9. Carrboro, N.C: 27810 


Do you know someone who has 
Great 
Ambitions ? 


Now you can give HIM this 


@ 


Solid Sterling Silver Tie Tack 
for only $12.95, 


Send check or money order to: 
Creative Metals Consortium Inc. 
Dept. OU-10 ¢ P.O. Box 2126 
Mesa, Arizona 85024 
(No COD's please.) 


‘Arizona residents add 4% sales tax (52¢) 
Offer expires January 31, 1978 


NU-MAN CAN HELP! 


This hollow, anatom- 
ically shaped exten- 
sion slips over a soft 
penis and is held in 
place by suction—no 
straps, no belts to get 
in the way. Nu-Man is 
7" long and has a 1%" 
diameter. 

It’s not a dildo, It's 
not a plaything. Nu- 

Man is recommended as an aid in getting 
and maintaining an erection. 
Instant Cash-Back Guarantee! 

Try Nu-Man for 2 full weeks—be as- 
tounded! If not satisfied return it for a full 
refund, no questions asked. If you’re hav- 
ing a hard problem, mail the coupon 
‘today! 


‘Valentine Products, Inc., Dept ENE 05” 
P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station 

New York, N.Y. 10022 

YES, |’m willing to try Nu-Man as a solu- 
tion for my hard problem, Please rush 
Nu-Man to me in a plain package. En- 
closed is my check or money order for 
$29.95 plus $1 postage and handling. If 
I'm not satisfied, I'll return Neumo within 
14 days for a full refund. 


Sighature 
(Iam over 18 years old. Sign as on credit card) 


Print name. 


Address 

City. State. Zip. 

Charge it! 
(BankAmericard _[] Master Charge 
(Visa M.C. Interbank # 

Card #, Exp. date, 
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TENSE? ANXIOUS? BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? The fingers 
curl: adumb reflex—like erections on hanged men. Pain dismays me. 


You, as a rebirther, have to develop 
rapport. That’s why some people take 
50 or 100 experiences. Because they dis- 
trust. Others, who have normal trust 
and function successfully in the world, 
can get through it in five sessions. 

“After I watched all those people go 
through the breathing release, I began 
to wonder if I had. So then I decided to 
be rebirthed. And it’s taken me over a 
year to learn to be a good rebirthee. The 
first time I ever had tingling in my body 
was a year ago last November. The first 
time I got paralyzed was last summer, 
while rebirthing myself. To me, going 
through the paralysis was backward from 
everybody else, because I’d experienced 
all the trauma before, And I'd gotten it 
all out in bits and pieces, and there was 
just. that physiological phenomenon. 
And so, my sensation was, ‘Oh, rebirth- 
ing works. It even works on me, too.” 

“My conclusion about the whole thing 
is: You're better off being a rebirther 
if you start out being a good rebirthee. 
Because the way I did it—all those six 
or eight years—it’s too slow. And lone- 
ly. Lonely. In the process of all those 
experiences I had, I worked all the 
items one at a time, instead of letting go 
all at once. I remember the first person 
I rebirthed—I couldn't help but laugh or 
cry for joy in spite of the fact that he 
was helpless. Because here was one per- 
son in the world whom I could talk to. 
had a water brother.” 

There is silence. It has been, after all, 
a rather moving confession. Tomorrow, 
Thursday, Orr will personally rebirth 
four people. Two staff members. One 
rookie. And, his forefinger speculates, 
catches a tiger by the toe, and- 

“What's your name again?” 

“Keith.” 

—e. 


Orr lies near. It’s a shapely March 
day, false spring. Nubile sunlight dis- 
plays on our queen-sized mattress, In 
the next hour, hour and 30, Orr will 
yawn and sneeze and honk his nose. Yet 
there’s this casual intensity in him: Held 
tight, a thin sheet of paper can dice skin. 
I am reassured. Hell, it’s like getting a 
verruca burned off by Christiaan Barnard. 
David rolls on the floor: He will co- 
pilot for Len. I am totally committed 
to the event, whatever that event may 
be. I read aloud—in my best Actor’s 
Equity tone—from Birth Without Vio- 
lence. A full 15 minutes of it. How they 
must want, these rebirthers, to do Le- 
boyer violence. Orr has heard him read 
aloud a dozen thousand times by stut- 
terers, monotones, illiterates, even by 


baboo-English Indians. But, as he will 
tell me later, “I hit on the technique by 
chance. I liked the idea of using a 
totally unrelated document. But also it 
distracts people with heavy defense mech- 
anisms and their act crumbles—and it 
gets the breathing going, because you 
can’t read aloud without breathing. You 
have to be aware of the full breath you'll 
need to finish a sentence.” 

‘T recline, no pillow: lids shut down. 
Orr has started me on full breaths. Now 
and then he will fine-tune my lungs: a 
medium-sized pant, a curt pant, large 
breath again. “Up in the chest.” “Don't 
grab your exhale.” He leans over to 
gape my mouth. “Perfect.” “That's it.” 
“Good.” I sense validation. I've always 
been achievement-oriented. I'd like to 
get an A in Breath. 

Tingling has arrived in my hands. I 
don’t give it much regard. I’ve been too 
conscientious: downshifting, upshifting 
on the breath. But now my hands insist. 
A thuggish, callous ache has come into 
each palm’s heart. It’s as if my hands 
were nailed against rough wood, The 
fingers curl: a dumb reflex—like erec- 
tions on hanged men, Pain dismays me. 
I can’t credit the savagery of it: I'm in- 
nocent, why has this happened to me? 
My hands are in paralysis, held under a 
glacial pond, held to drowning. They 
can register affliction, only that. I break 
out in pain sweat. Once, 25 years ago, 
I slugged my left hand with the side of 
an axhead: This is that same pain-be- 
yond-pain, pain that implies nerve de- 
struction, The hands will pull up— 
gradually, through eight or ten min- 


fetal pose. It’s necessary, you see; they 
can’t not do it. They prospect for relief 
against my body; yet there is no relief. 
I've lost my hands for good. And my 
shins, too, have grabbed. Numbness wor- 
ries them, picks the bone. They try to 
jerk up, and David, ready, will give them 
a boost. Look, I want to be cool, want 
to see this thing through. But I can’t. 
And I scream: I murmur a scream. 

“God, for God’s sake. Please help 
my hands.” 

“Breathe the pain out. Let it go on the 
exhale.” 

They are fetuses; I have two fetuses, 
hands. They are simulacres of the child. 
I concentrate on my left: exhale and ex- 
hale and exhale. In all, I can pry it per- 
haps one-quarter inch apart. My arms 
edge out, yes—I know this is impossible; 
know intellectually—I feel the skin of 
my thorax pinched, stretched by rigid 
thumb and forefinger. I’m ripping myself 
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TENSE? ANXIOUS? BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? Something 
has broken off/loose. Man, I'm christened with champagne. 


open. Chest membrane has torn off. And 
I guess at the prenatal communion that 
must exist between hand and chest: They 
must think themselves one body part. I 
choke; I bring up throat. Breathing is a 
foolhardy chance. It won't work again, 
this contraption chest of mine. 

“Do you feel afraid?” Orr is close to 
my ear. “Do you feel sorrow?” 

And, no, I don’t. Something has bro- 
ken off/loose. Man, I’m christened with 
champagne; I’m down the big slipway, 
tushing. I sense light and possibility. 
Pain is still hammered in, but now there 
are new surfaces. I have 1000 surfaces. 
Though crabbed up, my finger tips 
spatter: shorted wire. The body electric, 
I sing it. Not fear, power. I can feel 
power even between my legs. I get it: I 
wanted to be born. I came out doing a 
buck and wing. Watch it, you buggers, 
cope with me. I puke up jaughter; I'm 
goddamn hysterical. If it’s trauma (and 
surely it is) to find five clean senses 
where once there were only stomach 
rumbling and red blindness and clothed- 
over touch—then this is the trauma of 
pioneers: a fearful audacity. I begin to 
shiver. It’s malarial; it dashes me against 
the mattress. David has a blanket. Guf- 
faws chatter through where they can. 
My surmise was accurate: I had no trau- 
ma to speak of. I’m hungry. I’m raunchy. 
And I need to write all this down. 

But it will be almost three hours be- 
fore my hand can hold a pen. 

Leonard Orr is a brilliant intuiter. 
Even the Idi Amin of est, Werner 
Erhard, had to recognize his insight. A 
swift trick, since est/Erhard will tell 
you that all men are created equal: 
equal assholes—and since Erhard con- 
siders himself chief suppository to the 
world. “When I first came across Er- 
hard, I was impressed by him and by his 
willingness to tell the truth in public. 
[Orr Jack Nicholsons a grin for me.] 
Which was just before he stopped telling 
the truth, actually. I talked to some of 
his people and managed to get a schol- 
arship to go through the est training. I 
thought it was a very entertaining expe- 
rience, I was amazed that people were 
willing to take that much bullshit. Then 
I reported back. His people said that my 
feedback was the most significant experi- 
ence they'd ever had next to the. train- 
ing. So they made an appointment for 
me with Erhard. He was fascinated; 
he’d never met anybody like me. Finally 
he decided to buy 50 hours of my time a 
month and turn me loose on the trainees 
and the staff. So I did that for three and 
a half months. Then some of the staff 
got uptight: They thought I was having 


too good a time.” Orr laughs. I take it he 
was having a good time. “Anyhow, they 
made me an offer I couldn’t afford to ac- 
cept. I haven't seen Erhard since.” 

You can picture it. Est staff people 
love to volunteer their time: It makes 
Erhard feel cared for. But Leonard Orr 
doesn’t volunteer anything. (Dinner at 
2 South Street will cost me five buc 
There was safe space enough for only 
one businessman in est. Might as well 
try to set up a Carvel franchise across 
from the Kremlin. Now, several Walton 
trainees told me, no est official, by 
Erhard ukase, is permitted to sign up 
for rebirth. More than that: Snatches of 
Theta philosophy have begun surfacing 
in the est program. Werner Erhard, 
of course, insists that you make an 
agreement with him, an agreement more 
binding than Kaopectate. There is one 
God. Orr, by contrast, will exhale and 
say, “It’s important to know how to 
break agreements. With any technique, 
people get into heavy loyalty numbers. 
We've had people for whom rebirthing 
was their first significant experience; 
when they came across other movements 
that had value, they went into all kinds 
of anxiety. One doesn’t invalidate 
the other.” 

Orr does have a problem: supply of 
competent rebirthers to meet the de- 
mand. “We've found people who’ve had 
one rebirth experience putting on re- 
birthing sessions. We realized that we 
somehow had to set a standard of qual- 
ity—and we did that last summer by 
starting the certification process. We had 
70 people in this room. We made up 
a list of qualifications for a certified re- 
birther. And then we asked everyone 
who felt he measured up to the list to 
stand. Twenty-five people stood up. 
Then we asked if anybody in the room 
had any reservations about any of the 
people who were standing. One reserva- 
tion from one person was enough for a 
blackball. At the end, there were only 
five people left standing. So there are 
just five certified rebirthers in the world 
and everyone else is a trainee.” 

And, despite all the tubtime he had 
waterlogged, Orr didn’t pull rank. He 
stood up with those other 24, One res- 
ervation—one grudge “No” from some- 
body he’d overcharged for dinner at 
2 South Street—and Orr would have 
been a trainee. That sort of democratic 
perspective is not, shall we say, endemic 
among the Maharishis of mind-blow. 

Saturday. It’s nine, God, a.m. At this 
sordid hour, I don’t need breath release; 
I need artificial respiration. Orr loiters 
next to me. He (Continued on page 134) 
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2 Let the triple- 

: active Extasx turn 

you on like never before. You get three 

independent actions—suction, pumping and 

vibration in erotic harmony by just pressing the 
master button. 

Extasx is the ultimate in erotic fulfilment. It's 
the first vibrator to suck as it moves up and 
down! And... it's portable, so you can enjoy its 
amazing effects anywhere. 

Order your Extasx today and if you are not 
fulfilled beyond your most erotic fantasies, 
return it within two weeks for a full immediate 
refund. So don't delay! Send for your Extasx 
right now and see what sexual heaven is really 
like. 


Valentine Products, Inc., Dept. X-110 
P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, N.Y. 10022 


Enclosed please find my check or money 
order for $39.95 + $1.00 for postage and 
handling. Please rush me Extasx, the Ultimate 
in Erotic Fulfillment. | understand that it will 
arrive in a plain unmarked package. 


Name. 
(am over 18 yrs, 016) 


i 
(Please sign as i appears on credit card) 
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Not Only Ribbed 

Hundreds of Raised “Pleasure Dots”™ 
To Stimulate Her 

To Higher Levels of Sexual Excitement 


Atlast .. .a perfect blend of contraceptive and stimulator. 
Not like other textured condoms with conventional rib- 
bing. This exclusive condom has ribbing and raised “Plea- 
sure Dots” that are more pronounced ,.. raised higher for 
greater stimulation. But that's not all. it’s the only con- 
dom with texturing all over the condom. Eleven textured 
rings on the head, hundreds of embossed dotson the shaft. 

Texture Plus is preshaped and so thin it lets you feel like 
you're wearing nothing at all, Gently lubricated to work 
with natural secretions for extra sensitivity. I's the condom 
you've been waiting for! 


Try our Executive Sampler, 
featuring Texture Plus, 
BOLD 45™ (world's 

only color condom 

that's textured), 

and more. 


‘SATISFACTION 


OR FULL REFUND 
din Adam & Eve, Dept. oux-3 
P.O. Box 400, 
“EVE Carrboro, N.C. 27510 
Please rush me in an unmarked package: 
CO Texture Plus (wallet of 10 condoms) 
Cl Executive Sampler 
(30 condoms, featuring Texture Plus) $11.50 
1 Deluxe 40-page catalog free with order. 
(Featuring clothing, sex aids, books, condoms, 
and more) Catalog alone 25¢ 
Name 
Address 


$5.25 


CSS 
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ivi er 


CLIMAX! 


The only condom to stimulate the cli- 
toris directly, the Climax Condom will 
urge you both on to the pleasures of 
mutual orgasmic release because: 
1) Its remarkably thin latex transmits 
body heat instantaneously, 
2) The Climax Condom's unique tiny 
pliant spined based gives her the cli- 
toral massage she needs, and 
3) Safe, designed by America’s largest 
manufacturer of condoms, the Climax 
Condom is strong and reliable. 
Designed to serve the needs of both 
the man and his partner, the total sex- 
ual experience is now available 
to everyone. Order yours today! 


e Products Dept. 
P.O. Box 2088, Grand Central Station 
New York, New York 10017 
Please send me: (Check Box) 
DD $3.95 package of 6 condoms 
with spined base 
1 $5.95 package of 12 condoms 
with spined base 
[i $8.95 package of 24 condoms 
with spined base 
| understand that it will be discreetly pack- 
aged. 
Name. 


Signature. 
(Lam over 18 years of age) 


Address. 


City. 
State. 


Zip__ 


that’s the ultimate in vibrators. 
For special evenings alone or sensuous eve- 
nings with your lover, The Fondler, our 
Pink Machine, is softer, more pliable than 
most other vibrators. Bend it. Twist it. Use 
it to satisfy your every whim. The Fondler is 
soft, yet firm... close to the real thing. It 
feels like thousands of tiny vibrating 
fingers urging you to turn on, and let loose. 
Send for your personal flexible “Fondler” 
today. Turn on tomorrow. Only $10.95 


T ~ Stamford Hygienic Corp. Dept.ZO-3 1 
114 Manhattan St., Stamford, Conn. 06902 

| Please send me my personal "Fondler” today, Anda tree catalog 

J Hsing your linea senzaonal wars an sex proaues 
PLUS my ‘own FREE SEXUAL HOROSCOPE! 


| My bint dates C1 Male (Female 
(Gash C)check ) Money Order Enclosed 
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5 Master Charoe C1Bank Americard 
Acct. # Exp. Date. 
| Signature 
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I ADDRESS. 


city. STATE 2p. 
| Money Gack Guarantee. Orders shipped in discreet packages 
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SEX TAPE LETTERS Suddenly I became aware of someone push- 
ing alittle too tightly up against me from behind. 


(Continued from page 28) wash it. 
Talk about freakiness. I just grabbed-a 
hat from his closet and got the hell out. 
Perhaps under different cireumstances— 
say, with a lover I'd been fucking for 
some time—I wouldn’t have gotten so 
turned off. But this man had no interest 
in anything but jacking off in my hair— 
and, to me, that’s a pretty weird trip. I 
avoid him at school and I've warned a 
few girlfriends about his fetish, but now 
I get neryous any time a man mentions 
my hair, I've even become suspicious of 
compliments. 

MABEL F. 

Indianapolis, Indiana 


T happen to love men with curly hair. 
Straight hair turns me off—I don’t know 
why. My own hair is straight, and I have 
nothing against myself. But I like a guy 
with nice, tight curls on both his head 
and body. It just feels so nice and fuzzy. 
And guys with real curly hair always 
remind me of poodles. 

Lira J. 
Brooklyn, New York 


More kinky sex 

The kinkiest thing that ever happened 
to me was on Easter Sunday about three 
years ago. I was late for church and it 
was mobbed, so I had to content myself 
with standing in the back with the rest 
of the latecomers. After a few minutes, 
I found myself in the middle of a big 
crowd, since people were still coming 
in. Suddenly I became aware of someone 
pushing a little too tightly up against 
me from behind. As I half turned 
around, I saw that it was a stylishly 
dressed woman. Deciding that I must 
have been mistaken in my initial ap- 
praisal of the situation, I turned back 
only to feel her pressing against me 
again, When I didn’t move, she pressed 
again and again, and I could feel myself 
getting a hard-on in spite of myself. 
Then I felt a hand moying around me, 
entering the front of my coat and grop- 
ing for my fly. I was scared to death, 
but so turned on by the idea of this 
woman’s hand touching me intimately 
in church that I couldn't bring myself 
to stop her. She didn’t open my fly but 
kept smoothing at the jerking stiffness 
of my prick until I came all over myself 
in a long and satisfying, though silent 
orgasm. 

Afterward I felt so guilty, though, 
that I had to leave the church. I turned 
and brushed past the woman behind me, 
averting my eyes so I wouldn't see her. 
But once I had made my way through 
the crowd to the doors, I couldn’t resist 


looking back. I could see the woman 
pressing tightly against another man, 
surreptitiously rubbing him from behind 
just the way she had done to me. I 
didn’t stick around to see if she would 
work her way through the whole crowd. 
I was too shaken up—and besides, to 
my great consternation, I was getting 
another hard-on. 

Kirk G, 

Altavista, Virginia 


T had my kinkiest experience in Kan- 
sas, believe it or not, when I stopped off 
one summer to see a second cousin of 
mine. I expected one of those “remember 
when” evenings, with a big dinner and 
lots of old-fashioned hospitality. 

As it turned out, Cuz and his wife 
were hardly a Grant Wood couple. He 
was into sexual bondage and discipline 
and Joved to talk about it. She seemed 
to have found her destiny as his “slave.” 
It was fascinating to listen to, until, half- 
way through a bottle of imported Val- 
policella, he asked me if I wanted to try 
it out. I guessed that he meant a three- 
way, and it didn’t exactly turn me on; 
I’m more than a little square at heart. In 
fact, I immediately felt butterflies in my 
stomach. Cuz claimed to understand my 
trepidation, but instead of conceding, he 
insisted that the three of us share a 
Quaalude, which his wife defined as 
beefed-up Valium. I guess I have more 
intellectual curiosity than is good for me, 
because I went along with it and, as we 
continued talking about the delights of 
power and pain, a strange sort of silly, 
peaceful feeling came over me. When 
Cuz whipped out a pair of authentic 
handcuffs and playfully clapped them on 
his wife’s wrists, it seemed like a dream. 
She complained that the game was silly 
and that she felt embarrassed; I couldn’t 
tell if her resistance was genuine or part 
of the game. Hubby left her on the 
couch, squirming a bit, and slipped into 
the kitchen, After a few moments’ awk- 
ward silence, he reappeared, holding a 
whip with a phallic handle. If I were 
straight, I would undoubtedly have fled 
into the night. But, under the influence 
of the tranquilizer, I sat back and 
watched calmly as he unbuttoned his 
wife’s blouse and skirt, then peeled off 
her panties. 

“God, I'm so embarrassed,” she 
howled, crossing her legs and trying to 
roll into a ball. But he took the whip and 
let the tongue float lightly across her 
body, angling it between her legs. She 
moaned, and I guess that must have been 
the moment I decided there was nothing 
wrong with being a bit kinky, especially 
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between friends (or cousins). In less time 
than it takes to tell it, the three of us 
were naked and I was kneeling between 
those embarrassed white thighs, lapping 
up the love juice that the lady couldn't 
help secreting. Meanwhile, hubby shifted 
the lash to her ass and tickled her with 
it. She grunted and thrust her hips into 
my face, trying to escape his teasing 
whip, But now I was huffing and puffing 
like the big bad wolf, and I had a big 
bad hard-on, too. His wife somehow 
managed to struggle to her feet and fol- 
Jow him. I don’t know what possessed 
me—it sure wasn’t the Quaalude—but, 
despite the fact that I had put him down 
for using the whip, I couldn't resist 
cracking it a few times. They hopped, 
jumped and retreated to their separate 
corners. 

I told Cuz I was going to have his 
wife and show him what one could ac- 
complish without a whip. He demurred; 
fortunately, I was always able to beat 
him at wrestling. In the final scene of our 
charming little drama, I vented my pas- 
sions on my cousin’s willing wife in the 
middle of the floor, as he, chained to the 
bathroom door, shouted encouragement 
and tried to whack off—which, as it 
happens, is not easy with handcuffs on. 
Crazy as all this sounds, it was exhilarat- 
ing. But my feelings about it kept chang- 
ing afterward. On my way to the airport, 
I felt like a damned fool. Then, on the 
plane, I had plenty of time to relive the 
event; I got so horny, I had to go to 
the john. Frankly I wish I had pictures of 
the event, so that I could replay it. But, 
paradoxically, I haven't felt the desire to 
revisit them. Of course, they haven't in- 
vited me back, and I don’t suppose there's 
anything too paradoxical about that. 

Kertu K, 
Fresno, California 


Urine? I've had a slightly different ex- 
perience with it. Last year I was captain 
of our college baseball team. On our 
annual trip through the South, I met an 
amazingly provocative girl at a small 
college in Florida that had strict parietal 
rules. We enjoyed a hurried intercourse 
on a remote beach outside St. Augustine 
on the two nights before my return to 
Boston. Later, I found that I couldn't 
get her off my mind. Though I was 
balling several other chicks, I was still 
infatuated with Geri. I called her sev- 
eral times and begged her to come see 
me. She said that would be impossible 
till summer, but that she would try to 
find a substitute for herself. 

About ten days later, I received a 
small package from her. I rushed up- 
stairs to open it; the contents surprised 
and delighted me so much that I almost 
came. The package contained a sugges- 
tive note, together with a baby-food jar 


that was marked GERI's GRACIOUS Piss. 
I immediately uncapped the bottle, 
ran over, plopped onto my water bed 
and, after gently dripping the warm piss 
over my face, began masturbating wildly. 
Geri has never come to see me as she 
promised, but has been kind enough to 
send three more packages, all of which 
I have handled in the same frenzied 
fashion. 
Joun P. 
Boston, Massachusetts. 


Sizable asset 

I really wish I knew how I could meet 
Stanley P., the guy with the gigantic 
dong, who was in the Sex Tapes on 
“Sex and Size.” I’m forever looking for 
well-endowed men, but they're not easy 
to find. Someone once told me that you 

tell the size of a man’s prick by the 
size of his hands. That's the first thing I 
thought of the night 1 met George. We 
were in a disco, and I remember watch- 
ing with fascination how he wrapped 
those huge mitts of his around a glass of 
beer. I figured he must be hung like a 
horse. I introduced myself, flirted a bit 
and then asked him for a ride home. He 
told me that he was a salesman in town 
for a convention. He was staying at a 
nearby hotel. A combination of curiosity 
and horniness led me to his room. 

[ll say this for George: He had an 
absolutely gifted mouth. He kissed me 
all over and then spent an extra 20 min- 
utes or so teasing the lips of my pussy. 
It felt terrific, but I really wanted to fuck. 
I wanted to see that huge cock and hug 
it inside my hot, tight cunt. George had 
me so hot and panting that I was soon 
begging him to put it in. It went in a lot 
easier than I expected, but he continued 
to kiss and fondle my breasts, and I went 
into an orgasm fairly easily. In fact, I 
came before he ; his hands were as 
well-educated as his mouth, and he knew 
all of my erotic pressure points. 

After we lay there awhile catching 
our breath, he rolled over and I got a 
chance to see the treasure I'd dreamed 
of. Boy, was I disappointed. I've seen 
bigger pricks on guys half his size. Those 
big hands weren't a clue to anything 
except the size of his feet (which were 
enormous). Of course, it may be true that 
the smallness of his cock was what led 
George to become so skilled at the other 
forms of loveplay. I did enjoy his sexper- 
tise, but it was like settling for beer when 
you want champagne. He’s called me 
several times since, but I've refused to 
see him. I just know I'd spend the whole 
time feeling gypped. Meanwhile I'll con- 
tinue to read about big Stanley and 
dream. I certainly hope that he reads 
this, because I'd like him to know that 
I have my own apartment. 

Lisa K. 
Chicago, Illinois 


ALWAYS SATISFY HER! 


Rebel Rouser™a soft nippled latex ring designed to 
stimulate her to greater heights of sexual excite- 
ment. Rebel Rouser fits snugly over the male organ 
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TEMPTATION 


The World's first and only vibrator to move 
up and down. Temptation is a dual action 
delight. Switch on, and 

its softly cushioned rub- 

ber vibrates purringly. 

Push the switch to the 

‘second position and 

it begins a straight up- 

and-down movement 

extending and contracting 

with smooth power. An 

exquisitely sensual ex- 

perience beyond descrip- 

tion or imagination. 


#1995 
plus postage & handling 


Mf Coupon is removed, please send $20.70 to: 
Valentine Products, inc. 
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Valentine Products, Inc., Dept. TT- 137 
P.O. Box 5200, FOR’ Staion, NLY., N.Y. 10022 


Please rush me your TEMPTATION vibrator. En-| 
closed you will find my check or money order for| 
}$19.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling. | am| 
over 18 years of age. 
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Address 
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Signature 
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TENSE? ANXIOUS? BIRTH TRAUMA GOT YOU DOWN? Now a month has passed. I no longer breathe. 
Instead, to crib from “Hamlet,” I eat the air promise-crammed. My breaths have a caloric content. 


(Continued from page 131) doesn’t 
seem awake, either. That’s another at- 
tractive quality: Your average Oriental- 
guru type would feel constrained to get 
up neck and neck with sunlight. Part of 
the image, you know. Early risers are 
somehow more, well, ecological: like or- 
ganic zucchini. Not Orr; Orr usually 
sleeps late. Ren, a precocious young 
trainee, is along for my ride. Ren will 
tank-rebirth me on Wednesday: Orr fig- 
ures he should have working knowledge 
of my breath. I read Leboyer: Lips and 
tongue are blown up, ungainly with 
sleep. One good thing: I’m defenseless. 
In fact, I'm barely conscious. 

I breathe. We play a few scales with 
my breath, And, uh-oh, tinglesville. 
Right hand. Left hand. I get gas-nerv- 
ous: What I don’t want is to end up like 
the incredible stone man again. I make 
myself remember what Orr has said: 
“There is no birth trauma. It’s just a 
matter of giving up your fear of the pain 
when you're in the middle of it. The 
paradox is: The desire to not make pain 
happen solidifies the fear and makes it 
happen. There is ultimately nothing 
physiological about the condition. It’s 
totally mental. Relaxation and pain can- 
not exist at the same time in the same 
body. Tingling is your friend. Tingling 
is energy, and pain is resistance to it. So 
when you get that attitude—that you 
don’t care what happens, because the 
divine energy and your own life force 
are taking care of you—then you move 
right through it.” 

And that’s just what I do. I move, 
finger pop, right through it. Suddenly I 
can adjust the tingling: vertical and 
horizontal and channel change. I'm a 
virtuoso: I can spot it anywhere I want. 
Behind my neck, in a U, the way barber- 
shop shampoo basins feel against your 
head. French kisses of tingling in my 
mouth. A cummerbund across the solar 
plexus. It’s extraordinarily pleasureful. 
So much for the skeptical belief that re- 
birthing paralysis is caused by hy- 
perventilation. Hyperventilation doesn’t 
exist. It’s just that we underventilate 
through life: niggards with breath. Better 
still, each inhale will go down like a 
perfect baseline jump shot—swish, 
yesssss! Inhales don’t touch the rim: that 
is, my mouth, or my throat, or my wind- 
piping. And they go down to someplace 
else. To someplace beyond the lungs: to 
what I can only call my center. 

Breath bounces in me. I don't breathe; 
I am breathed. Graceful inertia there. 
Imagine a gravityless handball court. I 
don’t have to pull inhales: They carom 
up. I’m inspired: I know, in my thorax, 
the derivation of that word. Then, 
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abruptly, I want shorter and shorter 
breath lengths. An inch, a half, a quar- 
ter, an eighth, a 16th, a 32nd, a 60th. I'm 
inaudible to myself. I'm not breathing at 
all. Fancy that: No breath at all. I fancy 
it for a while. There isn’t any discomfort, 
or urgency. I must be dead. How inter- 
esting. No, not dead. I’m that child at 
birth again, wanting to connect himself 
with humanness through the circumam- 
bient air. And in time—I'm not sure how 
long—I do inhale. That primal breath re- 
taken, but without agony or trepidation: 
in ease, when I damn well feel like it. 
Breath has been easy, a turn-on, ever 
since that moment. 

“That's it.” Orr yawns. “You've got the 
breath release. I’m going to get dressed. 
Play with your breath for a while.” 

I play: My workman lungs can, it’s 
strange, they can play. 


Now a month has passed. I no longer 
breathe. Instead, to crib from Hamlet, 
I eat the air promise-crammed. My 
breaths are so lush/dense they have a 
caloric content: They are things. I 
haven't smoked since nine A.M. that 
Saturday in Walton. I couldn't; it'd be 
like lighting up under an oxygen tent. 
Breath, you see, is circles. There should 
be no differentiation between exhale and 
inhale: They segue together, spectrum 
colors overlapping. Or think of a Mé- 
bius’s strip: Breath turns over at inhale, 
at exhale, but the circular continuity is 
never compromised. We perceive breath- 
ing to be a linear event: up-down, pis- 
ton-action. But breath is, in effect, the 
rotating flywheel that will raise, then 
drop, each stroke. And this mechanism 
generates rich, efficient energy: It is 
electrons orbiting to keep a nucleus in 
power and in integrity, With my release, 
the breath dynamic became normal, 
pretty much unconscious. Since being 
rebirthed, I have had, continually, such 
breaths as I have known just once or 
twice before: when, in lenient April, 
years ago, I was astonished by the love 
of a beautiful woman. 

My tank-rebirth session was, ah, vo- 
luptuous. I buzzed energy, and water 
italicizes your charge and returns it, 
charged. I hung nude under the cattle- 
trough surface for almost two hours: a 
soft mess of frog-egg jelly, shapable, 
gravid, kinetic. Orr had told me that I 
might have to recapitulate my paraly- 
sis, my release. I didn’t. But there are 
inconveniences. Your snorkel tube tends 
to blow spittle: I sounded like some kid 
sucking at the memory of an ice-cream 
soda. I can understand how tub rebirth- 
ing would retard, not accelerate, the 
breath release. By now, after six ses- 


sions, I'm more or less able to rebirth 
myself. Home delivery, believe me, is a 
lot cheaper. No rebirth Xeroxes another. 
It can’t; the process isn’t static. “Even 
though one breathing pattern will work 
and will feel good—if you keep doing it, 
it won't. You have to play with it.” And 
on it, on you, Lungs are a wind instru- 
ment to be tuned. Each breath length 
and depth have peculiar tonal values, 
Cadenzas improvised for the body. 
There are more variations in your chest 
than there are in a contra bassoon. 

My experience, I’m ashamed to admit, 
was rather commonplace: a textbook 
write-up. It doesn't always happen that 
way. Some get stuck in paralysis rebirth 
after rebirth; some (usually those who 
made their debut garroted by the um- 
bilical cord) choke and turn, de-dum, a 
misty blue; others go Karen Quinlan 
comatose. Or take my wife. Yes, after 
she finished pitching Melmac, my 
wife had a good look at those breath- 
stoned eyes of mine, gave her if-you- 
can’t-beat-them shrug and left me. For 
Walton. Where she rang up a breath 
release in one throw, no paralysis at all 
(the show-off). Which proves, take your 
choice, that she is either (a) remarkably 
clear or (b) remarkably cheap (each dry 
session runs $35). Anyway, we now have 
His and HERs snorkels in the bathroom, 
And one for company, because, since 
that time, my wife has studied with 
Leonard Orr and has become a profes- 
sional rebirther. 

I won't hedge: In those bleak, sub- 
mersible years, Leonard Orr came upon 
a fair-sized piece of the truth. Not all 
the truth: no system—Orr himself would 
accede—can be omniscient-potent-pres- 
ent. And keep in mind that rebirthing 
as a practicable field technique is not yet 
four years old. Already dry has been 
substituted for wet: Other refinements: 
will be sewn on. At the moment, I don't 
think anyone could explain the process 
completely or estimate its mature poten- 
tial. But there is no question: Something 
happens. The something has shape and 
duration. This isn’t like psychoanalysis, 
where, after a decade or more, you 
might better guess why you're so screwed 
up, but not how you might unscrew your- 
self from that sticking place. Which use- 
less data, plus 50 cents, will take you 
to Bellevue on the IRT. In rebirthing, 
a sensible, quantifiable release occurs. 
Breath is sprung, out on parole. Rebirth- 
ing was the most significant psychophysi- 
cal experience I’ve—we’ve—ever had. 

And for the smartass types, you out 
there who don’t believe me, I have only 
one response: Hahhhhhh! 

T exhale all over you. ic} 
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Here’s Robert Cartmell, author of this month’s Killer Roller 
Coasters, roaring off the We page in the front seat of the 
Coney Island Cyclone. An associate professor of art at the 
State University of New York at Albany, Cartmell has taken 
more than 2000 rides on 224 coasters. “I don’t get nauseated 
anymore,” he says. His coaster fever dates back to the age 


of six, when he was scared silly by his first ride. 
fhout looking up the amusement parks 
He recently exhibited 


go to a different city 
in the Yellow Pages. 


‘Now | can't 


collection of roller coasterabilia—blueprints, 
letters—at the Smithsonian Institution and is fi 


on coaster history and aesthetics. “I think some roller-coaster 
architecture ranks with the world’s greatest art,” he says. 


Beyond the 
Mormon Church 


Jim Kostman, Harvey Yazi- 
jian and J. C. Louis, authors 
of our Latter-day Intrigues of 
the Mormon Church, are 
leading members of a grass- 
roots organization called the 
Assassination _ Information 
Bureau, which credits itself 
with having helped inspire the 
establishment of the House 
Assassinations committee. 
The bureau puts out a news- 
letter, Clandestine America, 
that keeps buffs posted on 
such late-breaking facts as 
these: Sirhan Sirhan now sus- 
pects he was a “Manchurian 
candidate”; during James Earl 
Ray’s recent prison escape, 
phones went dead in the 
neighborhood of the prison; 
and Freddie Prinze, of all peo- 
ple, had dealings with a mys- 
terious —J.F.K.-assassination 
witness just before his alleged 
suicide. If you'd like the news- 
letter send a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to A.I.B. at 
1322 18th Street N.W., #21, 
Washington, D.C. 20036. 


The 
F-stops here 


On the left, paparazzo Ron 
Galella; on the right, portrait- 
ist Francesco Scavullo, The 
former snapped our Farrah 
Faweett-Majors pix and the 
latter is responsible for 
our triple-header interview— 
which, by the way, is 
excerpted from Random 
House’s December release, 
Scavullo on Men, But while 
Galella often photo-mugs the 
famous in a scramble of fists 
and bodyguards (“I like to 
catch the stars with their hair 
down.”), Scavullo shoots the 
same people by appointment 
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only and at $3000 a sitting, 
“I go for the dignity-of-man 
angle,” says Scavullo, soon 
to direct Liz Taylor in a Lin- 
coln Continental commercial. 


Each man expresses respect 


for the other's work, with 
some reservations. “I could 
never be that bold,” says Sca- 
vullo of Galella. “He gives 
everybody flawless skin,” says 
Galella of Scavullo. 


Our center-spread girl Gail 
wanted to pose in a tub, 
because, as she says, “Sex 
is not dirty. My favorite 
magazine, OUI—I read every 
issue twice—is not dirty. 
And | am not dirty.” Let’s 
hear it for soap and water. 


Thank you, 
readers 
We are so moved by Gail's 
totally unsolicited testimonial, 
above, that we'd like to use 
this space to thank our fans. 
Thanks especially for the 
overwhelming response to our 
August feature on Dyanne 
Thorne, cult star of /lsa, Ti- 
gress of Siberia, Be assured 
that your letters to Ilsa, as 
well as your many little leath- 
er gifts, have been forwarded 
to this great actress. Also on 
the Ilsa subject, the Ilsa: She- 
Wolf of the SS stills featured 
in that article were taken by 
the set photographer, Joel 
Sussman; our apologies to 
Mr. Sussman for not having 
given him proper credit. 
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“With our Superscope stereo 
radio/cassette Marikka and I 
waited for the smugglers 
to make their move.” 


Day and night we staked out that ~ 
notorious band of smugglers, the 
Ta' Arif. Had it not been for our 
Superscope portable stereo AM/FM 
radio with a built-in cassette tape 
recorder, the tension might have 
been unbearable. 

Instead we listened to 
bouzouki music, enjoying the-great 
stereo realism from Supersc6pe}s 
two built-in speakers. We taped Our 
favorite songs right off the ai 
And we also played American ja: 
tapes borrowed from the Kit Ka 
Klub. And with Superscope's|two' 
tiny built-in microphones, we + 
taped our daily reports. i) 

Suddenly I spotted the TalAni 
making their move! | 


} U 
Marikka and I raced dowtand 
smashed in the door! a) \ 
A cassette tape lay on 4/f \ \ 
broken table. We popped it into\ \ 
the Superscope portable and) § \ 


punched the "play" button. [% \ 

"You are wise to choose a 

Superscope product. And where — 

there are people of such wisdom gm. 

there is no place to hide. For 

it is written that in the world of 
sound, Superscope is 


yyy everywhere." 
Vy; 


isn’t a pleasure, 
why bother? 


Box: 18 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine; 
Kings: 18 mg."tar", 1.2 mg. nicotine; 100's: 19 mg, “tar”, 
1.4 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec, 1976. 
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